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F O be well Deſcended, happy in 
I Your Fortune, nobly Ally'd, 
74. 8 to be agreeable in Vour Perſon, 
— to have an Underſtanding ſolid 
and extenſive, and a Wit at once the moſt 
poignant, and yet the moſt inoffenſive and 
agreeable, may juſtly raiſe Admiration and 
Eſteem in others, as they diſtinguiſh You 
in ſo eminent a manner, and conſtitute your 
perſonal Happineſs, 

Bur as it is that eaſy, gracetul manner in 
which you enjoy them, that Freedom from 
Vanity, Affectation or Pride, which form 
your real Character; ſo the Uſe You make 
of Your Fortune, Intereſt, and good Senſe, 
renders them a general Bleſling to all ch 
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have the Happineſs of being within the 


Reach of their Influence. 


MAD AM, 


Your Generoſity and Condeſcention in 

ermitting this Adgreſs, is an Inſtance of 

oth, ſo much to my Adyantage, that I 
find it impoſſible, to ſuppreſs either my 
Pride, or Gratitude, on this Occaſion 
eſpecially when I conſider that it is an Ho- 
nour, that many betore have ſollicited in 
vain. 

That the Converſation and Friendſhip of 


a2 Lady of your Accompliſhments, ſhould 


be highly eſteemed by Perſons of the firſt 
Rank both for Dignity and Virtue (not to 
mention the Noble Lord to whom you are 
ſo happily Ally'd) is no more a Wonder, 
than that there ſhould be among the No- 


| bility, thaſe who are as eminent for their 


ood Senſe and fine Taſte, as their high 
tations. 
That You may ſtill continue the Orna- 


ment of your own Sex, and the Admiration | 
of ours, muſt be the ſincere Wiſh of all 


who are any ways acquainted with your 
Merir, but ot none more than of, 


MADAM, 
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OR, THE 
COUNTRY BURIAL. 
ACTI SCENE 1. 

A Room in Welford's Houſe. 


WELFOR D. 


o., now's the very Criſis of our Fate 

ID IE 2 On this im portant Hour depends the happi- 
> gneſs, or Ruin, of my dear and only Child, 
and all my future Peace... Why am I thus 
2 alarm'd! The Event muſt ſure be happy! ! 
have long with pleaſure, beheld their mu- 
tual love. The end of all my Hopes and Fears is near 
This happy Marriage will reſtore my long-loſt peace of 
Mind. After Marriage, ſhould he prove falſe, orunkind—.. 
what means Wo EE Power 8 can N E 
uſtice then - Now my pains return] thus Jo ne 
] F 


„„ͤö 18 


* alternately poſſeſs my Breaſt, as Hope or Fear pre- 
vails. | 
An I. Since all the world's in Strife, 
Tie Man, by Foes ſurrounded, 
Whilſt with himſelf as Peace, 
Dauntleſs, and unconfounded, 
Benolds their Rage increaſe. 
But oh! the torturing Pain, 
That racks his Heart and Brain, 
Who, hourly with himſelf at War, 
The Foe does in his boſom bear 
Shall this tempeſt in my Breaſt 
E'er ceaſe, and I have Reſt ? 
E'er ceaſe, and I have Reſt ? 
SCENE II. Welford, and Jonathan. 
Jonathan, Sir John tarries long. 

Jon. That is not to be wonder'd at, when he is in ſuch 
good Company. I know my Maſter never thinks himſelf 
10 happy, as when he is with your fair daughter. 

Welf. Jonathan, I have obſery'd, of all Sir John's Ser- 

vants, that you, who, indeed, ſeem beſt to deſerve it, have 
the greateſt ſhare in his Confidence and Favour : Now you | 
are not ignorant of my Friendſhip for your Maſter, nor of 
his Pretenſions of Love to my Silvia; both which muſt 
intereſt me nearly in every thing that relates to him. I have 
lately heard ſome Reflections on his Conduct, that much 
alarm me. You, it you will, can ſatisfy my Doubts, 
without Prejudice to your own Fidelity, or your Maſter's 
Honour, | 

Jon. Ay, dear Sir, I know that any Diſcoveries, which 
I might make to you, wou'd be as ſafe as in my own Bo- 
ſom, and all the Uſe you would make of 'em, wou'd be to 
improve 'em, if poſſible, to my Maſter's Advantage, and 
not at all to my Prejudice, What a wicked, cenſorious 
World do we live in! My Maſter is certainly the moſt vir- 
tuous, ſober, modeſt Gentleman in the Country; and, to 
ſay Truth, we are a mighty regular Family. For my Part, 
I am daily edify'd by his good Example. 

Welf. This Fellow mocks me. [ Aſide.] The Buſineſs of 
my Farm, and the Care of My Flocks call me hence. Fare- 

ai Fery icc to Sir John, SCENE 
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—5 SCENE III. Jonathan, 

Ha, ha, ha! a pretty Jeſt truly ! diſcover my Maſter's 
Secrets for nothing. hen I'm ſo well paid for keeping 

em. 
Arn II. Gami'orum. 
The Servant that betrays his Truſt, 
Who's imploy'd in ſearch of Beauty; 
To his Maſter and himſelf unjuſt, 
Has neither Senſe nor Duty. 
Prieſts and Lawyers, by the Throng, 
Are well paid ſor their Pratling 
What Fool then wou'd u/e his Tongue, 
IVho loſes by his Tat ing. 
ami—'orum, Kc, [Exit Singing. 
SCENE IV. Another Room in Welford's Houſe. 
Sir John Freeman, and Silvia. 

Sil. Urge me no farther l have ſaid too much, How 
have you drawn trom me the fond Confeſſion ? 

Sir John. Meerly to ſay you wou'd obey your Father! is 
that too much to pay whole Years ſpent in Adoration of 
your Charms! 

Sil. What can you ask, or what can I ſay more? 

Sir John. Can ardent Love be fatisty'd with Duty? You 
might have ſaid as much to any other Man, who ſhou'd 
have gain'd your Father's Approbation. You have not yet, 
my charming Fair, confeſs'd you love, 

Sil. Why will you preſs me to paſs the Bounds of Ma- 
deſty os Prudence? You know my Father does not torce 
my Will. 

Vir John. Why then this needleſs Caution and Reſerve? 
your cruel Coldneſs chills me to the Heart. You never felt 
Love's animating Fire; ſome other Motive, in which 
Love has no part, muſt influence you to admit of my Ad- 
dreſſes. 

Sil. Your g are as groundleſs as unkind. There 
may be Men falſe, deſigning, cruel and unjuſt, who court 
and flatter only to deceive: Wou'd it be therefore juft to 
charge the Crimes of ſome on all? and, for your conſtant 
Love, Truth and Sincerity, return you Doubts, Suſpici- 
ons and unjuſt Reproaches? * may be Women 1 — 

2 no 


4 SILVIA; Or, 


who, for Wealth or Power, would give their Hands wher 
they refule their Hearts. If you think me ſuch a one, for 
my fake and your own, deſiſt at once: for Love, that is not 
founded on Eſteem, can never yield true Satisfaction, or 
continue long. | | 
+ Sir John, Pardon, my deareſt Silvia, a Fault, caus'd on- 
ly by Exceſs of Love Thou art ſo great a Bleſſing, 'twere 
Preſumption to be too ſecure. Long we ſuſpect, and hard- 
ly are convinc'd that the Treaſure, on which our Happineſs 
depends, ſhall ever be attain d. But now my Fears are 
huſht, and all my Doubts are fled. 
AIR III. Blithe Jockey young and gay. 
Sweet are theeFoys of Love, 
| When Doubts and Fears are paſt : 


Sil. Virtue does Love improve; 
Truth makes it ever laſt, 

Sir John. All Virtues in thee ſhine, 

Sil. Whate'er Jam is thine. 


Both. Hearts, thus united, prove 
Earth has no Foy like Love. 


Sir John. When Love's ſincere and conſtant, how does 
it bleſs and how improve Mankind ? yet, ambitious States- 
men, and fooliſh medling Prieſts, wou'd bind in Fetters 
the noble free-born Paſſion. Vain Attempt !— Marriage 
ne'er yet kindled a mutual Flame, where it was not, but 
often has exſtinguiſh'd it where it was; Love is it ſelf its 
own Security, and needs no other Bonds. 

Sil. This idle Talk, this common-place Raillery on Mar- 
Triage, I think, at any Time is beſt omitted; but ſure, Sir 
Fohn, tis moſt improper now. You can't expect that a 
Maid, who is not weary of her Condition, will take upon 
her the Defence of a Cauſe in which ſhe is not concern'd : 
yet, to pleaſure you, who, I preſume, delight to hear me 
talk, tho' I thereby diſcover my own Simplicity, this I 
will ſay, the World owes its Order, Kingdoms their peace- 
ful and regular Succeſſion, and private Families their do- 
meſtick Happineſs to Marriage. 

Sir John. The Prejudice of Education only makes you 
1 eaſon thus. I muſt inſtruct you better. 

Sil. Sir J ohn, I underſtand yOu no: 
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Sir John. You ſhall joyn with me, by our Example to con- 
ww the World, that Love can ſubſiſt without the Marriage 
R 
Sil. Sir John Freeman, I have known you long, bred up 
under one Root from Infancy together. I don't remember 
when 1 knew you not The innocent Friendſhip, con- 
tracted in our Childhood, in you improv'd to Love, or 
you have been a Thouſand Times forſworn, It I have 
been deceiv'd, when may a Virgin ſafely believe a Man? I 
wou'd not wrong your Honour by unjuſt Suſpicions.— 
but if you have abus'd me 
Sir John. If I love thee not, or if Jever ceaſe to love 
thee, may l become the moſt wretched and moſt accurſt 
of Men. May 1 - 
Sil. Imprecate no more. 
am ſatisty d. 
Sir John. Tis time, my Silvia, to compleat our Joys, 
[ Takes her by the Hand.] You muſt now quit your Father's 
humble Roof, and ſhine with me. My Wealth, great as 
it is, ſhall be exhauſt@ to ſupport thy Pieatures. Love, 
only Love, ſhall be the Prieſt to joyn us. Enjoyment ſhall 
be our Marriage: [ She ſtruggles.) Each Day I ſhall a happy 
Bridegroom be, and you a Bride. Mahomer's Paradiſe ſhall 


Wave this Diſcourſe, and I 


| beverify'd in us; and all our long Lives ſhall be but one con- 


tinu'd Tranſport, | 

Sil. Let go my Hand. ; ; 

Sir Fohn, And leſt you ſhou'd think I mean todeceive 
and to forſake you, no proud Heireſs, that brings a Pro- 
vince for her Portion, ſhall be joyntur'd as you ſhall be. 
Half my Eſtate ſhall be ſettled on thee. | | 

Sil. With brutal Force to compel me to hear thy hated 
Propoſals, is ſuch Inſolence. — Thy Breath is blaſting, and 
thy Touch infectious. O that my Strength was equal to my 
Indignation t I'd give my Hand a Ranſom for my Body. 

[ Breaks from him. 


Sir John. Stay, my charming angry Fair, and hear me 
k 


ak. 

91 Wou'd I had never heard you. Oh that twere 
poſſible to fly where I might never hear the Voice of Man- 
kind more!——- What, ſet a Price on my immortal Soul 

| B 3 agd 


6 SILVIA; On, 


and ſpotle ſs Fame? Know, thou ungenerous Man. I ne'er 
was influenced by thy Wealth to hearken to thy Vows; 
for notwithſtanding my bumble Birth, and Fortune, Iever 
ſcorn'd Riches, when compar'd to Love, as row Ido Love 
and Thee, compar'd to Virtue, She, who capitulates on 
Terms like theſe, confeſſes an Equivalent may be had tor 
Innocence and Fame, and thereby forfeits both, 
AIR IV. Tweed Side. 
Fy our Weakneſs we help! he Dec eit, 
If our Virtue we ballance with Gold. 
When Di(ſhonour's propos'd, if we treat, 
We're to Ruin and Infamy ſold. 
The Bird, that beholds the Snares laid, 
| Yet preſumptuouſly plays with the Bait, 
By its Kaſhneſs and Folly betray'd, 
Repents, and grows wiſer too late. 
SCENE V. Sir John Freeman. 
Sir John. Jonathan. | 


8 C SY E VI. Sir John Freeman, and Jonathan. 
on. Sir. | 


Sir John. Order the Groom to bring the Horſes to the 
Gate, 
SCENE VII. Sir John Freeman. 


I have made a bold, but unſucceſsful Attempt, and by it, 


perhaps, have loſt her for ever perhaps not. — I wou'd 
fain ſee her once more, methinks. And yet there is but 


little likely hood of our coming to an Agreement, I am 


reſoly d never to marry; and ſhe ſeems as much reſolv'd 
never to comply without it. Whatever is the Meaning of 
it, 1 find my ſelf more aſnam'd than angry at the Diſap- 
pointment. Tho' tis certain that I never did, nor ever 
can, love any other Woman half ſo well. I feel a ſtrange 
Palpitation here! [Sighing,] Iam not ſure that I don't like 
her the better for retuling me. I 2m ſure of nothing — 
but that I won't marry——1 muſt e'en have recourſe to the 
e Remedy in theſe Caſes. a leſs ſcrupulous Female. 
or tho' that won't remove the Cauſe, yet it is an admira- 
ble Opiate, and relieves the Symptoms toa Miracle. 
| AIR V. Charming is your Face. 
Wounded ty the ſcornful Fair, 
Since ſhe dooms me to Deſpair, Let 
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Let me fly to ſeek for Reſt 

On ſome ſofter gentler Breaſt, 

Whoſe free Soul no Forms enſlave 

But kindly heals the Wounds ſhe gave. 
SCENE VIII. A Country Village. 

The Funeral, attended by Timothy Stitch as chief Mourner, 
Lettice, Ploughſhare, Gaffer Gabble, Goody Buſy. 
Goody Gabble, Goody,Coſtive, exc. cr-ſſes the Stage. 
The Sexton remains, 

Sex, Avery pretty Fancy this of being buried in her 
Cloaths. If it were oncea Faſhion, a Sexton might get 
as much as an Overſeer of the Poor. Every Man is for 
making the moſt of his Place. But then there is no Com- 
pariſon between ſtarving the Living and robbing the 
Dead, for what ſhou'd dead Folks do with Cloaths ? 
But the Truth ot it is, in theſe healthy Countries the 
Poor live ſo ſhamefully long, that Pariſh-Officers get 
little now, beſide good Earing and Drinking. 
But I have heard that formerly ſuch as were paſt their 
Labour, uſed to be provided for at the Expence of the 
Sheriff, for then, it Perſons were likely to be- 
come chargeable to the Pariſh, the whole Neighbourhood 
wou'd ſwear that they were Witches or Wizards; and 
ſo they were decently hang'd up, to ſave Charges. 
But in London, and other your great Towns, an induſtri- 
ous Man of my Buſineſs may make a good Penny of it 
ſtill. for there they ſteal Bodies and all, but here 
we're forc'd to let them rot in their Graves, becauſe we 
can't tell whatelſe to do with them, | 

AIR VI. There was a Jovial Beggar-Man, 

Strange Tales ſome lying Travellers tell, 

How Men on Men havefed; 
Of publick Shambles, where they ſell 
For Food their Friends when dead, 
The Moral of the Fable thus 
Men, that are wiſe, unfold; 
No matter ſo you jill your Purſe, 
Tho' Living and Dead be ſold. 


B 4 SCENE 


* SILVIA; Or, 


SCENE IX. AChurch-Yard. 
Dorothy Stitch in the Grave; Timothy Stich, Plough- 
ſhare, Gafter Gabble, Lettice, Goody Buſy, Goody 
Gabble, Goody Cotive, Sexton, gc. 
AIR VII. Bell Chimes. 
Tim. Neighbours all, behold with Sorrow, 
Whereunto we all muſt come; 
As ſhe to-day, ſo we to-morrow ; 
May arri xe at our long Home. : 
G. Buſy. Ah, poor Dorothy Stitch! Reſt her Soul! She | 
was the handſomeſt Woman in all our Pariſh.But Beauty is 
but Skin deep, as the Saying is; and you ſee, Neighbours, 
what we muſt all come to. 
Tim, Oh, my dear Wife! my dear Wife! 
Let. Oh, my dear Mother! my dear Mother! 


- Plou. Don't cry ſo, Lextice; you'll ſpoil your pretty 
ace. 


Let. What's that to you 

Plow. Tis very well, Mrs. Lettice Stitch! : 

Let. So it is, Mr. Ned Ploughſhare. I ben't atraid of 
Your telling my Mother now. (Goes from him. 

G. Buſy. Good Timothy Stitch, don't take on ſo. We 
did not all come together, nor muſt we all go together; 
and our Lols is her Gain, as we all know, Neighbours. 

Omn, Ay, ay, to be ſure. 

G. Buſy. Since we muſt live by the Living, and not by 
wy Dead, you ought to thank Heaven, and be conten- 
red, 

An VIII. Oh, oh, I'veloſt my Love. 
Tim. Whom cruel Death does ſever ; Hum, hum, | 
Dreadful Thought \ they part for ever. Hum, hum. 

G. Buſy. Yer herein ſtill Fortune kind is, Fara-lall. 
When one's gone, more left behind is, Tara-lall. 
A poor Woman, who has loſt one Husband, and is un- 
provided of another, has, indeed, Cauſe enough of 
Grief, For tho ſhe be ever ſo much afraid to lye alone, ſhe |} 

can't, for very Shame, ask a Man to be her Bed-fellow, 

G. Gab, Ay, ay, *tis very true, Goody Buſy; tho' tis, 
indeed, a very hard Caſe, But Neighbour Stitch, here, | 
need but ask andhaye, | 
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G. Bay. She is in the Right of it. Timothy Stitch» 
weall know what a good Husband you was to your laſt 
Wite. Here's Goody Coſtive herſelf is a Widow. But J 
ſay no more; ſpare to ſpeak, and ſpare to ſpeed, all the 


World over. 
AIX IX. 2 of Bow. 
While you neglect the Living. 
For the Head thus grieumg, 
Your Sorrows are encreas'd. 
Joy to ſlight for Anguiſh, 
Fondly thus to languiſh, 
Is faſting at a Feaſt, 
You well deſerve 
To pine and ſtarve, 
Who eat not when you may: 
Each Woman rig ht, 
Or dull, or bright, 
Can give Delight; 
For, iu the Night, 
Sure ev'ry Cat is Grey. 

Tim. How cou'd you name another Wife to me? 
Where ſhall I find another like my Firſt? Twenty Win- 
ters did we live in Love together, and never quarrell'd 
once in all our Lives. 

G. Buſy. What he ſays is very true, Neighbours; but 
he may thank himlelt tor that. For let her ſay or do 
whatever ſhe wou'd, he wou'd never quarrel with her. 
Not but that the Woman wasa very good Woman in the 
main. 

Omn. Yes, yes; a very good Woman in the main. 

G. Gab, Tho' I can't but ſay ſhe had an ugly way with 
her, of abuſing every Body. 

G. Coſt. Ay, ay; we all know that ſhe was the greateſt 
Scold in the Pariſh, 

G. Gab. And that ſhe ſwore like a Trooper. 

G. Coſt. And then ſhe wou'd run in every Body's Debt, 
and pay no Body, by her Good-will ;——_D__—as if ſhe had 
been a Gentle woman. 

G. Buſy. Vet, tor all that, the Woman was a good 
Woman in the main. 


Plou. 


mn. 


to SIL VI A; Or, 


Omn. O yes! a very good Woman in the main, 

G. Breſy. Tho' ſhe was Proud. 

G. Gab. And Lazy. 

G. Coſt. And Thieviſh. 

1 Mom. And Impudent. 

2 Wom. And Whoriſh. 

3 Wom. But, above all, a ſad Drunkard. | 

G. Gab. Ah, poor Creature! that was her Death; for 
we all know ſhe died in her Drink. 

G. Coſt. Ah, poor ſoul! we all lov'd her, to be ſure; 
and wou'd not ſpeak any Harm ot her tor the World. 

G. Buſy. Oh, no! to be ſure; for it wou'd be a wicked 
thing of us to {peak lil of the Dead, that cannot anſwer 
tor them ſelves. 

Gaff. Gab. O yes; a very wicked thing, to be ſure. 
Thoꝰ they do ſay it is all the Faſhion in London; the more 
Shame for em, I think, 

Ax X. Hunt the Squirrel. 
G. Buſy. The Gentlefolks of London, 
Infamy ſcattering, 
Neighbours beſpatterin g, 
Care not who are undone, 
But blaſt both Living and Dead, 
Gaff, Gab. On high and low 
They Scandal throw: 
Mou d you the Reaſon find? 
"Tis, cauſe they fear 
Themſelves t appear 
The worſt of Humankind. | 
The Moon isrifing, tis time to be going home. Let the 
Sexton fill up the Grave. 

Tim. Let the Grave remain uncover'd ; I'll take care of 
that; for bere I mean to tarry till the Morning. Neigh- 
bours, Tthank you all: Adieu I wiſh you well to your 
ſeveral Homes Good Night. 

Gf Gb. Stay here in the cold Church-yard all 
Night, with thy dead Wife. Why, you are diſ- 
tracted, ſurely. 

G. Ga. If he ben't, that were enough to make him ſo, 


Tim. Nay, never go about to perſuade me, for here 1 
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will ſtay, come Life, come Death, Therefore, Neigh- 
bours, all go home, and leave me to my felt. 
| IR XI. Hey ho! who's above? 
Gaff. Gab, Hey ho! the Man is mad! 
G. Buſy. Troth, if he is not, he'sas bad. 
Gaff. Gab, Thon lt dye. e're Morning. too 4 fear. 
G.Buſy, Leave ef thy Fooling, and don t ſtay here. 


Tim. No, uo. 
Gaft. Gab. a 
G Buly. 7 1 


Tim. Id rather lay here with my Dolly, ond die. 

G. Buſy. This is the ſtrangeſt Vagary, to pretend to 
ſtay here with his Wife, when ſhe's dead; when there 
are ſo few Men who care for their Wives Company 
while they are alive, 

Tim. My Reſolution may ſeem ſtranger than it is; I 
will therefore tell you the Reaſon of it. Some time ago, 
my Wife was very ſick (that curſed Geneva otten made her 
ſo) then I fell ſick with Grief; but ſhe ſoon recovering, 
1 recover'd too. On this Occaſicn, ſhe told me, if 1 
dy'd firſt, that ſhe ſhou'd break her Heart. Yet, ſhe is 
dead, 2nd I, hard-hearted and ungrateful Wretch, am 
here alive to ſpeak it, 


G. Buſy. Poor Heart! he weeps like any rainy Day. 


But, good Timothy, go on with your Tale. 


Tim. Let me but dry my Eyes, and then I will. She 
ſaid that ſhe had heard of People that had been buried alive, 
and being troubled with Fits, thought, perhaps, that 
mightbe her Caſe. 

G. Coſt. Ay, ay; we all know what ſort of Fits ſhe was 
troubled withal But, Mum for that. (Ade. 

Tim. And deſir'd me, if 1 out- liv'd her, to let her be 
buried in her beſt Cloaths, and to watch the Grave the 
firſt Night all alone, nor to let the Body be cover'dꝰ till the 
Morning. I promis'd to grant her Requeſt, and now 
will keep my Word. Nay, tho' the Ghoſts of all thoſe 
whoſc Bodies have been buried here, ſhould riſe to drive 
me hence, 1 wou'd not leave the Place till Morning. 

G. Buſy. O terrible! 1 ſhake like an old Barn ina windy 


Day, to hear him talk of it. 
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Ar & XII Oh that I was, and 1 wiſh that I were: 
Tim, Darkneſs and Death no Fear alarms, 
In them who Light and Life deſpiſe. 
Will Life reſtore her to my Arms, 
Or Light reveal her to my Eyes ? 
Then Oh, that I were, and | wiſh that I were, 
In the cold Grave where my true Love lies. 

G. Gab. This isdownright Madneſs. 

Gaff. Gab. And we ſhall be as mad as he, to let him have 
his hag Therefore, ſince Per ſuaſion won't do, Force 
muſt. 

Omn. Ay, ay; let us carry him home by Force. N 

Gaff. Gab. Here, ſome of you help to hold him, while 
others fill up the Grave. ; 

Tim. Hold, hold, Neighbours, and hear me ſpeak : If 
you fill up the Grave, and force me hence before I have 
pertorm d my Promiſe, I will never eat, drink, or ſle ep 
more. 7 

Let, Oh dear! why that will be the Death of him. 

G.Coſt. To be ſure. 

2 Gab, Nay, then I'll have no Hand in it. 

G. 46. Nor I, 

G. Coſt. Nor J. 3 

G. Buſy. Perhaps we may bring our ſelves into Trouble 
about it. 

G. Gab. I think we are in a worſe Quandary now than 
we were before, 

G. Coſi, What muſt we do in this Caſe ? 

G. Buſy. Pray you now hear me ſpeak. 

Omn. Ay, ay, let us hear Goody Buſy ſpeak. 

G. Coſt. Ay, ay, ſhe's a notable Woman, and a Mid- 
wife, and knows what's fit, as wellas any Woman in 
the Pariſh, 4 P | 1 

G. Buſy. 1 ſay it is dangerous playing with edg d Tools 
al and the . in wa would be done by 
and it is ill medling between a Man and his Wife. 
And every honeſt Man is as good as his Word. And 
the Will of the Dead ought to be perform'd. 
Therefore, let us leave him to keep his Promiſe to bis 


Wife. 


ere. 
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G. Coſt. Ah, dear Heart! there are not many like him 
More is the Pity, 

Omn. Good Night, Timothy. Heaven preſerve you! 
Good Night, 

Let, O my dear Father ! my dear Father / let me ſtay 
with you. 

Tim. No body ſhall ſtay with me, Lettice, be a good 


Girl, and go home. (Kiſſes her. 


Plough. Come, you will let me lead you home, ſure. 
Let. No ſure, but I won't, I'll have nothing to ſay to 
you, nor ſnall you have any thing to do with me. My 
Father won't make me marry you, for he always us d to 


: ſay that it was pity a good-natur'd Girl ſhould be torc'd. 


AIR XIII. The Bells ſhallring. 

Gaff. Gab. The Fair and Young, who ſigh . , 

Yet are ſtill denying, 
Were Husbands all ſo conſtant grown, 
Wou'd be more complying. 
G. Buſy, Priſs, Cis, Sue, Marg'ry and Nan, 
In the Morning early, 
With us ſhall come to cheer the Man, 
Who lov'd his Wife ſincerely. 
Cho, The Bells muſt ring, 
| And the Clerk muſt ſing, 
And the good old Wives muſt wind us. 
You and I, 
And all muſt dye, 
And leave this World behind us. 
SCENE X. Timothy. 

Now from the Fields the Labourers home ward go; each 
one to kiſs his Wife, with ſweet Content. A good 
warm Supper, and a loving Spouſe, make his Houſe bleſt 
as mine, while Dollyliv'd. My Houſe is now like the for- 
laken Barn, where the blind Howlet perches all the Day.— 
The open Air, cold Ground, on which I fit, with none to 
talk to but the ſpeechleſs Dead, is all my Comfort now. I 
hate my own warm Thatch, Flock-bed and Neighbour's 
Chat, ſince Dolly, the Flower of all my Joys, is gone. 
Oh, how wretched is the State of Man ! 

AIR 
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14 T.-L V 13-4 Or, 
AIR XIV. The State of Man. 
A feeble Life, with Pain began, 
Expos'd to great and numerous Moes: 
Such is the inſant State of Man, 
And with his Strength his Sorrow grows. 

Till his ſhort yet tedious Glaſs be run; 

Then he ends with Irief, who with Cain begun. 

Dol. Oh! [Groans in the Grave, 

Tim. Mercy on me! what Noiſe was that 
Sure J heard ſomething il think 1 did perhaps 
I way hear it again Nono nothing at all, 
All is ſtill It was only my Fancy. 
Ji return to my Poſt Dolly upright in the Grave. 
O dear, O dear! what can be the meaning of this! why 
do you frightena Body fo? Was I nota good Husband 
to youwhile living, and am ] not performing my Promiſe 
to you now you are Dead ? Why don'tyou lye (til! 
in your Grave? What is' t you'd have? 

Doll, Hickup Not a Drop more, 
me. 

Tim. It Moves — and Talks What will become of 
me ? 

Dol. I'm very cold. where am I?— Sure this is a 
Church-yard This is a Grave too. How 
came [I here ? 

Tim. O dear, O dear! 

Dol. Who's that ! - Timothy ! 
help me out. 

Tim. No, I thank you, you are Dead, and a Grave is the 
fitteſt Place for you. | 
Dol, I don't believe that. How came I dead! 

; __ Why you dy'd with Drinking, and was buried to- 
nl a C. 

bol I don't know any thing of the Matter; but if I was 
dead, Iamaiive again. 

Tim. I wiſh you were. 

Dal. Itell you I am. Come hither and feel me. II 
you would but feel me once, you wou'd be ſatisfy d. 

Tim. She was always given to lying l dare not 
Yet if ſhe ſkou'd be alive ä 
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Ihave a good mind to venture. ¶ Aſide going towards the 
Grave.]— Oh, ſhe has me, ſhe has me! 

Dol. The Devil have you for a Cowardly, Cabbaging 
Rogue as you are What are you afraid of your 
own Wite, Sirrah ? 

Tim. Nay, now I am ſure tis my Dolly herſelf, and 
alive. My dear, dear Jewel, don't be angry. Tas only 
my Fear. 

Dol. Yes, yes, you wou'd have had me Dead. You 
were only afraid I ſhou'd be alive again. 

Aix XV. The 23d of April. 
So unkind andſo unwilling to receive me again! 


Tim. To my Heart the Blood's thrilling, to hear thee com- 
Dol. Will you love me! [ plain. 
Tim. For ever. 

Can you doubt me? 
Dol. No never. 


Amb. Oh the Pleaſure and Pain! 

Dol. P've had a ſtrange Eſcape! If you hadn't ſtay d here 
where ſhou'd I have been by this Time! I can't tell indeed; 
but I believe tis better as it is. 

Tim. O my Dear, how can you ſuſpe& my Love: 
I had rather have thee again, than be Lord of the Manor. 

Dol. L wou'd not forſake my Timothy to be made a Lady. 

Tim. Will you go home with me, and love, and live in 
Peace; and drink no more Drams, to fright me ſo ? 

Dol. Are you as glad as you ſeem to be! are you willing 
to take me again 
AIR XVI. Iliveinthe Townof Lyn. 


Tim. The Barkin Tempeſts toſt, 
Will the deſpairing Crew 
Land on ſome unexpected Coaſt ? 
Dol, Ay marry, and thank you too. 
' The Maid who dreamt by Night 
Sh had left her Love ſo true, 
Will ſhe awake to him and Light ? 
Tim, Ay marry, and thank you too. 
O thou art my happy Joaſt; 
Dol. And thou art my Love ſo true! 
Tim, Return my Jo ; 
Dol. Take me, late loſt ; 
Amb, Ay marry, and thank you tco. SCENE 
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* 


| SCENE XI. Lettice, 
Mercy on me! I'm frighten'd out of my Wits! I dropt 
the Company going home, and came back again to ſee how 
my poor Father did, and as ſure as any thing, I ſaw my 
Mother's Ghoſt go over the Style; and but that! know 
that my Father's alive and here, I cou'd have {worn that 
I had ſeen his too What ſhall 1 do? My Father 
will be very angry if he ſhou'd know that I am here; and 
yer I muſt ſpeak to him. Father, Father !_—- Bleſs me, 
e is not here. Pm frighten'd worſe now than I was be- 
fore. Sure he is not fallen into my Mother's Grave. The 
Moon ſhines ſo directly into it, that I can fee him if he be. 
{ Looks into the Grave amd ſhrieks.) Dear, dear! there's 
neither Father nor Mother! But let me think a 
little It my Mother ſhou'd be alive, after, all. 
Ay marry, that wou'd fright me worſe than ſeeing twenty 
Ghoſts, for ſhe'll force me to marry Ned Ploughſhare. | 
hate Work, Poverty and Confinement; and if I marry 
him, I ſhall haveall three, : 4.8 
Arr XVII. As | fat at my Spinniug Wheel, 
How happy is that Woman's Liſe, 
Who, fair and free, has Wealth in ſtore! 
But oh, how wretched is the Wife, 
That's doom'd to Work, and ſtill be Poor: 
To waſh, to brew, to card or reel, 
Or ſtill to turn the Spinning Wheel? 
SCENE XII. Sir John, Johnathan and Lettice. 
Jon. Sir, you may beas merry as you pleaſe with my 
Cowardice, but I think ſtill we had better have kept on 
our Horſes Backs, and have ventur'd our Necks thro'.the 
Sloughs, than to have come thro'this plaguy Church-yard 
at this time o'th* Night. 
Sir John. Ha, ha, ha! 


what you're afraid of 


Ab, Laud, 4 


the Dead ? | | 


Jon, I don't like their Company 
Ghoſt, a Ghoſt! | 
Sir Fohn. Get up, you Cowardly Raſcal, or 


Jon. O dear Sir, I can't, I can't. I'm trighten'd tc 
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Sir Jon. Nay, it that be the Caſe you, and 
the Ghoſt, if there be one, may be better acquainted pre- 
ſently. I'll not ſpoil good Company. Farewel. 

Fon. O Lud, that's worſe than t'other. Pray dot t 
lea ve me, and | will get up. 

Sir John. Sure this Fellow's Folly has infected me too; 
for I think I ſee ſome body yonder in White— Take your 
Hands from before your Eyes, you Dog, or I' cut 'em off. 

Jon. Il will, | will. — O dear, dear Sir, there tis 
again, 

Sir John, Ceaſe your Impertinence; you Puppy, and 
ler us obſerve it. Ir ſeems to me to be a Woman ; if ſo, 
ſhe muſt be in Diſtreſs. I'll go and ſpeak to her. 

Jon. O dear Sir, don't offer it. Tis certainly the 
Devil, who, knowing your Conſtitution, has turn'd him- 
ſeit into this Shape, on purpoſe to draw you into his 
Clutches. 

Sir John. Away, Fool. | [Goes to her. 

Fon, Poor Sir John! — Poor Jonathan W hen 
the Devil has run away with the Whore-maſter, what will 
be come of the Pimp! I have tollow'd this Maſter ot mine 
to the Devil, and there will leave him, to go the reſt of his 
Journey with his new Acquaintance, and try to repent and 
fave one. 

AR XVII. The Oxfordſhire Tragedy. 
My Maſter's Pimp and Favourite too, 
In Liv'ry dreſt of various Hue, 
In wanton Pride my Days Pre ſpent; 
| But now, alas, I muſt repent. 5 
Methinks I do it veryſcurvily. If 1 was ſure I was out of tl & 
Devil's reach now, I am afraid the Remembrance of my 
paſt Sins wou'd give me more Pleaſure than Pain. And 
now I look again, it does not appear ſo frighttul as it did. 
They are very cloſe, My Maſter has it by the Hand. 
It it ſhould be a Woman after all as it certainly i 
T have male a fine piece of Work on't truly. Now will 
they ſtrike up a Bargain without me, and 1 ſhall loſe my 
Fee for extraordinary Services, my Place as Pimp in ordi- 
rary, and my Reputation tor ever. Ay, ay, tis ſo— 
thus It goes. | 
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Arr XXI. You Love and I Love. 


In a Man's Voice. Charming, lovely Woman, I am in love 


with thee; 

Ina Woman's, Nay Sir, piſh Sir, fye Sir, ſure that ne er 
can be. 

Ina Man's. You're ſo fair and charming, 


In a Woman's, Ton re ſo kindand}ree, 


Alternatively, Ton love, and I love, andyou love, 
And I am in love with chee. 

They are at it ſtill, He palms her, ſhe ſuffers it; he ſwears, 

ſhe lies; he ſtorms, ſhe yields; Victoria, Victoria, huzzah! 

Sir Fohn. I ſee and pity your Diſtreſs; but unle's you 
conſent to go along with me, how can I relieve you? 

Let. O dear Sir, you are the kindeſt Gentleman, I ſhall 
never have it in my Power to make you amends. 

Sir ohn. To ſerve any Perſon in diſtreſs, much more a 
Woman, rewards it ſelt. And it you are but halt ſo kind 
as you are fair, you'll always have it in your Power to lay 
me under the greateſt Obligations in the World. 

Let. I don't know what you mean by that, but I 
ſhall be very willing to be inſtructed, for I hate Ingra- 


titude. | 
Sir John. 1 hope you are ſingle, for it is a Principle 
with me, never to ask any favour of a marricd Woman. 


For he who pays his Liberty for a Woman, deſerves ts 
have her to himſelf. 

Let. Nay, for that matter, I think, the Fools that are 
married are fit for no body but one another, For my 
part, I do, and always did, hate the Thoughts of a 
Husband. 

Sir John. The moſt beautiful Woman, with the beſt 
natured Principles, that ever I met with in the whole 
Courſe of my Life. é : 

Let, How he ſqueezes my Hand! I underſtand him — 
He is a fine Gentleman. But I muſt not ſeem too forward 
neither. | | Aſide. 

Air XX. Voung Jam, and yet unskill'd, 
Tours I am, and ſore afraid : 
Willyou hurt aharmleſs Maid? 
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In this Place ¶ fear to ſtay, 
Fear with yon to go away. 
Tell me, ind Sir, tell me true, 
What you will, and I muſt do: 
How ſhall I ſay, Yes or No? 
Can I ſtay, can 1 ſtay, or dare I go? 
A1iRr XXI. Flocks are ſporting. 
Sir John. Faint denying 
's half complying ; 
Whilſt the Striſe twixt Love and Shame 
Fans the Fire 
Of Deſire, 
Fans the Fire 
Of Deſire, 
'Till it crowns the Lover's Flame, 
*Tillit crowns the Lover's Flame. 

Jon. What ſhou'd you beafraid of, Madam ? If you and 
my Maſter ſhould break a Commandment together, there's 
no manner of harm done; for Sir John has a right to fin 
ſcot- free himſelf, and make his Neighbours pay for it, as 
he's a juſtice of Peace. 

Let. AJuſtice o Peace ! Odear, l' m ſo afraid now that my 


Father ſhould come and ſpoil my Fortune. . 40 
Jon. Bcar up, Sir, and 1 warrant we carry her off be- 
twixt us, 


Sir John. But what ſhall we do with her? Let us get off 
as faſt as wecan, for it is certainly the Devil, who, know- 
ing my Conſtitution, aſſumes this Shape, as the moſt 
likely way to draw me into his Clutches. 

Jon. Nox on his Memory. [Aſide. 

Sir John. Give me leave to lead you to the Style at the 
nd of the Church-yard, where my Horſes wait, and 
then 

Jon. Mount, Whip, Spur and away. Ha, Sir! 

Let. O dear Sir! What am I doing? Whither 
am Igoing? Well, well, carry me where you will, and do 
with me what you pleaſe, for ſure you are a civil Gentle- 
man. : 


G 3 Ain 
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AIR XXII. Once Ilov'd a Charming Creature. 
O ſhou'd wanton Fancies move you, 
Shou d you prove a naughty Man, 

T ſhall think you never lov'd me; ; 

I ſhall hate you if I can, 


But for my down, down, derry lown; g 
But for my down, down, derry dows. Ief 
Sir J. Show'd your Charmin Beauty move me, of 1 
Tou d but prove that I'ma Man; wh 
You ſhow'd believe I better lov'd you * pry 
Try, then hate me if you can. MY 
Jon. Then for her down, down, derry down, 
Hey for her down, down, derry down. Wn. 


ACT WH SCENT IL bs 
SCENE à Grove. 


SILVIA. | 
AR XXIII. O the Charming Month of May. 
8 ILE NT Night yields no Repoſe, af! 
Silent Night my Anguiſh knows : ca 
And the gay Morning 
Now returning, 
Only lights me to new Woes, 
Tim. within. Only lic hts me to new Woes. 
Sil. Silent Night yields no Repoſe. 
Tim. within. S:lent Night yields no Repoſe. 
Sil. Sure Echo's grown enamour'd with my Sorrowifi bo 


pe. 


that thus ſhe dwel's upon the plaintive Sound. ſu 
Tim. within, Silent Night yields no Repoſe. 
Sil. Ha. This is ſomething more ! Perbaps ſome wretchc 
Maid, like me by Love undone, has choſe yon gloomf M 


Thicket to complain in ; and kindly joins her ſympati! 
ing Notes with mine. Pl try again. 
Long muſt I this Torture bear, 
Long muſt I love and deſpair 3 
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n What Life denies us 
. Death ſupplies us; 
Friendly Death, come end my Care. 
Tim, within, Friendly Death, come end my Care. 
Sil, Long muſt I this Torture bear. 
Tim. Long muſt I, &c, | 
It ſeems, indeed, the Voice of one complaining ; but one 
of that falſe, deceitful Sex, which only ſeems unhappy, 
when it wou'd make ours ſo indeed. Perhaps ſome buſy, 
prying Wretch, has ſtole, unheeded, on my Sorrows, and 
with ſcornful Repetitions mocks my real Woes, 
SCENE II. Timothy and Silvia. 
Tim, Forgive, fair Maid, an unhappy Man, who has 
wandred all the long Nigh:, not knowing where he went, 
nor where to go. Tir'd with my Miſery and fruitleſs La- 
| bour, unable to go farther, I laid me down in yonder 
Thicket to complain, But, hearing your Voice, I have 
with much Difficulty crept bither to enquire of you, after 
my loſt Daughter; as I muſt of all I meet, till I have 
found her, 3 
Sil. Is it a Child you have loſt ! 
Tim. A dearly beloved and a loving Child. 
Sil. That is a Loſs indeed. 


I. Tim, My Wife was buried laſt oy ay and came to Life 
ſe, | again, and while I went home with her, my Daughter was 
31 carryed away. | 

Sil Your Story's very ſtrange. 

Tim. But very true. 

Silv. I only ſaid that *twas ſtrange, not that it was not 

true. I have heard of Peop'e, who, ſeeming to be dead, 
have yetreviv'd, That may have been her Caſe. 

Tim. I can't tell It may be ſo My Daughter is a- 

rrowl bout your Age, but not ſo tall Have you heard of any 


ſuch Perſon ? 
Sil. No, indeed. : 
etche Tim. She's loſt for ever, and I am the moſt miſerable 


loom Man ig the World. 


*i AIX 


 HILTEHa 


A 1 Rr XXIV. Parſon upon Dorothy. 
Iv love my Wife, to loſe my Wife, 
To find my Wife again, 
Va, Peace and ſirife, 
Was Death and Life, 
Nas Pleaſure and was Pain. 
In Hopes, and Fears, 
In Smiles, and Tears, 
Our Daysinconſtant flow; 
But no End I ſee 
Of my Miſery, 
Since Fortune proves my Foe, 

Sil. You apprehend your Miſery much greater than it is; 
for, if ſhe be Virtuous, and Prudent, ſhe will find the 
Means to return, G 

Tim. She may be kept by Force. She's very handſome 
What ray ſhe not be torc'd to? 

Sil. Fear it not. Innocence is the Care of Heaven. 
Virtue will give her Reſolution to reſiſt Temptation, and 
Strength to oppoſe Violence ſhould it be offer'd: Duty 
will teach her ſuch Artifices as will be ſufficient to break 
thro” all Difficulties and Dangers, that Fraud or Force can 
raiſe to obſtruct her in her Return. How fare you, 
Friend? Your Colour changes, and you look not well. 

Tim. iadeed I'm very lick, and faint. 

Sil. Alus, poor Man! lend me your Arm, and let me 
lead you to yonder Bank; there you may repoſe your ſelf a 
while: My Father, who lives at a Farm hard by, will ſoon 


be here, who will, I'm ſure, aſſiſt you with any thing, that 


his poor Houſe affords, or Power commands. 

Tim. This Kindneſs to a Stranger, Heaven will re- 
ward, 

Sil. \&s of Humanity reward themſelves. 

Tim. I give you too much Trouble, 

Silv. They ſhew themſelves unworthy of their Kind, 
who ſeeing their Fellow-Creatures in Diſtreſs, take not a 
Pjeaſure in relieving them. Are not all expos'd to Time 
and Chance? there's oft not the diſtance of an Hour be- 
rwixt the height of Happineſs and depth of Miſery. $ 

| ES IR 


a « 
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ATR XXV. Polwart on the Green. 

Sil. The ſweet and bluſhing Roſe 

Soon withers and decays. 
Short are the Joys Life knows, 

And few our happy Days. 
Sil, The faireſt Day muſt ſet in Night : 
Tim. Summer in Winter ends ; | 
Ambo. So Anguiſh ſtill ſ»cceeds Delight, 

And Grief on Foy attends. 

SCENE III. To them, Welford and Servant. 

Silv. Here is my Father. A good Morning to you, Sir, 
Your Bleſſing. | 

Mel. Heaven bleſs my Child. 

Sil. Sir, here is an Object, that claims your Pity, and 
Aſſiſtance. An honeſt Man diſtreſt; ſo ſick and weak he 
is, that it would be too much trouble to him now to repeat 
the Tale of his Misfortunes. 

Hal. Tis enough that you, my Silvia, think he needs 
my Pity, to command all that's in my Power. Come, Friend. 
accept ot this Lad to guide and aſſiſt you I'll follow 
preſently - you ſhall find a hearty welcome, and all the 
Aſſiſtance l, or my Family, can lend you. | 

Tim. With many Thanks 1 accept your Kindneſs. 

SCENE IV. Weltord and Silvia. 

el. Silvia, your Lover tarried late laſt Night 1 
have not ſeen you ſince till now, Nay, never bluſh, and 
turn away he propoſed Marriage, did he not ? 

Sil. O Father, why did you ever ſuffer him to talk of 
Love, or me to hear him? _ | 

Wel. There is no ſhame in virtuous Love. The moſt 
modeſt Virgin may hear, and may return it too, without 
a Bluſh. 

Sil. Oh: 

Wel. Why weeps my Child? What mean theſe Sighs, 
and all theſe Agonies of Griet, as it thy Heart would burſt ? 

Sil. O, I have cauſe to weep, deſpair and die; for I have 
heard from the Man, who ſwore a thouſand times he lov'd 
me, the Man I loy'd, the Man, you bid me love, ſuch vile 


Pro — 
* C 4 IFel, 


Tim, 
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Wel. O! lam all on Fire ay, Silvia, what did 
he propoſe? | 

Sil, Whatis not fit for you to hear, nor me to ſpeak. 

Wel. Then the Villain has dared to attempt thy Innocence 
and Virtue ? 

AIR XXVI. Now, now comes on the glorious Year, 

When tempting Beauty is the Prize, 

Intemperate Youth, raſh and unwiſe, 

Laws human and divine deſpiſe, 

Not thinking what they're doing; 

But did they make the Caſe their own, 

A Child, or Siſter thus undone, | 

With Horror ſtruck, they ſure would ſhun, 

Nor tempt ſuch dreadful Ruin. 

Sil. Vain of his Wealth, and his ſuperior Birth, with 
bold, licentious Freedom he rail'd on Marriage; then talk'd 
to me of Loye, Enjoyment, and eternal Truth ; endea- 
youring, by impoſing on my Simplicity, to render me 
vile as his own Ends, More he talk'd of Eſtates and Set- 
tlements, and I know not what; and more he would have 
talk'd; but I, with juſt Indignation fired, flew from bis 
hated Preſence. | | 

Ain XXVII. One Evening as I lay. 

Ah me! unhappy Maid. Les 

How wretched is my Fate? 
Decerv'd thus, and betray'd 
Jo love where I ſhould hate. 


When Hope has fled our Breaſt, 

Why ſhould Deſire remain: 

To rob us of our Reſt, | | 

And give inceſſant Pain. 

Wel. 1 will revenge thee, thou excellent Maid; I will 
revenge thee on him, my ſelf, and all that ever wrong'd 
Thee. 8 

Sil. Alas! Sir, I want no Revenge; or if I did, what 
could you do againſt a Man ſo powerful ?— the Attempt 


1 
” 


would prove your Ruin. — Let me not ſee him 
let him not inſult me with his Preſence, 


by that 
meant 


at dig 


k. 
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with 
talk” 

endea- 
er me 
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means to be ſecur'd from new Injuries,isall the Vengeance 
1 d6lire, 

Wel. He never ſhall, unleſs he comes with deep Remorſe 
and humble Penitence to ask your Pardon, and make you 
Reparation. 

Sil. Let him not come at all. The man, who takes Ad- 
vantage from a Maid's mean Condition to attempt her Vir- 
tue, can never make her Reparation. 

Vel. 1 tear you hate him then. TW 

Sil. Why ſhould you fear it? You methinks ſhould wiſh 
it rather. Twas long before my Heat was taught to love 
him, and by the Pa'n his Cruelty gives me l fear twill be 


much longer e' re it wil learn to hate him. 


mel. Vl go and give Orders that Care be taken of the 


Stranger, and then I'll ſee this mighty Man, who, by a vile 


Abule of his Power, has dared to wrong me thus. Thou'ſt 
Reaſon indeed for thy Anger; but grieve not my Silvia. 
can and will defend thee. | 

AIR XXVIII. At Rome there is a terrible Rout. 
For our Poultry and Flocks we oft break our Repoſe, | 
To defend them from Foxes aud Kites, their known Foes , 

We our Children muſt guard ſrom worſe Vermin than thoſe, 
Which no body can deny, &c. 
SCENE V. Silvia. 

My Father bad me not to grieve happy for me 
could I in that obey him. In all the height ot his Paſſion 
he never commanded me to hate the injurious Author of 
my Woes. Indulgent Parent! He knows that 'tis not in 
my Power, and woy'dn't impoſe on mea task impoſſible. 
Anſwer his Kindneſs then with equal Fortitude, and bear, 
without Reproach, thoſe Ills thou canſt not cure. To 
aſſert the Dignity of injur'd Virtue, tho' in an humble 


State, be then my Care, and leave the reſt to Heaven. 


a AIR XXIX. Fond Echo. 
As wretched and mean, we deſpiſe 
The Vicious, their Wealth, and high State; 
The loweſt, in Virtue, may riſe, 
'Tis Virtue alone makes us great. 


Thd 


Ren 0% 


The hoarſe Peacock, tho gaudy and gay, 
Sweeps the Earth with his Train, tho" ſo bright; 
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1 
While the Lark, in his hum le Array, 
115 . Soars warbling to Regions of Light 
117 SCENE VI. A Room in Sir John's Houſe, 
, Enter Betty. 
Betty. Sir John lies beyond his uſual Hour he likes 
| 


his new Bed-fellow. O the Impudence of ſome People! 

| Here, in his own Houſe-— under my Noſc, as 'twere 

| to bring his Trollops. Nay, to oblige me to wait up- 

it on her too warm the Bed for em -— What, make a 

Bawd of me? — O, I could fire the Houſe, to be made 

a Bawdof at theſe Years. The impudent Creature too 

to lie with a Man the firſt time he ask d her. I wonder 

Sir John isn't aſham'd of himſelt to take up with 

If ſuch a forward Drab At firſt, I'm ſure, he did not 

8 find me ſo eaſy. Well, 've been a Fool. 

but, if it was to do again 

AIR XXX. Young ?hilander woo'd me long. 
Harmleſs Maids, of Men beware, 
When they're tempting you to Evil; 

| | Tho” their Flatt'ries charm the Ear, 

(; To be forſaken is the Devil, 

Un-wed, ne er conſent to do it; 

Truft no falſe deſigning Fellow : 

Virgins pluckt, like other Fruit, 

| Loſe their Reliſh, and grow mellow, 

| SCENE VII. Ter, eee 

| Betty. O Jonathan Sir John is a barbarous Man to me; 
but you remember, I hope, before you know what paſſed, 

l you bid me fear nothing, for you were ready to marry me 

| | | at any time. | 
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i Jon. Ay, ay, very likely, Child. But did Sir John 
! i e nothing, before you know what paſs d, but what 
1 has ſince per form'd? 

Betty. Yes, he did, to be ſure.— He promis'd to love 
me always. Zut, what o' that? if he be a. Gentleman, 
and above keeping his Word, I hope that it is no ſhame tor 
poor People to be hoaelt ? | 


Jon. 
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Jon. The greateſt in the World, Child. Why, it would 
be down-right lmpudence in us to pretend to be wiſer 
than our Betters, Beſides, you are mine o' Courſe, and 
mult not pretend to talk af Terms now, I have 
an equal Right to my Maſter's caſt Cloaths and Miſtreſ- 
ſes You are part of my Perquiſites. 

ATR XXXI. Great Lord Frog, and Lady Mouſe. 
| At Table thus my Maſter feeds, 
*Till he has done, I look on; 
When the Second Courſe ſucceeds, 
The firſt is left, like you. 
As 1 in Love my Maſter ſerve, 
Sure, Idon't fo ill deſerve, 
Tho* enough remains, to ſtarve? 
T ſeize you as my Due. 
Betty. O Fongthan, ſure you won't uſe me as my Ma- 
ſter has done! 
Yon, I can't tell; I'll uſe you as well as I can; perhaps 
you may have no Reaſon to repent of the Exchange. 
Betty. Becauſe I've been my Maſter's Fool, do you 
think 1'll be yours? | | 
Jon. Yes, 
Betty. You're Impudent, and 
Jon. Youlike me the better for't. 
Betty, Now I'm down-right angry with you. 
AIR XXXII. Dear Pickaninny. 
Betty, Be gone, Sir, and fly me, 
Jon. Hou can you deny me? 
Be kind, and once try me. 
Betty. MNeer talk of it more, 
Jon, Come, grant my Deſire. 
Betty, 1 your Rudeneſs admire. 
Jon, To your Chamber retire, 
Betty. Sir, there is the Door, 
[hey fing the following Stanza together.] 
: Jon, Come, grant my Deſire. 
Betty. PU not grant your Deſire. 
2 I your Beauty admire. 
etty. I your Rudeneſs admire. 


Jon. To your Chamber retire. 
Betty, By your ſelf, pray, retire. 
on. Love, there is the Door. 
Zetty. Sir, there is the Door. | 
[Exit Betty. on one Side, ſhutting the Door upon Jona- 
than, who goes off on the other.] 
SCENE VIII. Lettice. 
AIR XXXIII. Mrs. Le Gard's Dance in Perſeus and 
Andromeda. 
Let. When youthful May adorns the Year , 
The Earth is gay, the Heav'ns are clear, 
And the long Days ſcarce yield to Night : 
The Groves with Vernal Muſick ring, 
Beneath our Feet freſh Odours ſpring, 
All Nature revels in Delizht : 
In Life, Youth is the Bloom of May 
We laugh, we ſing, we ſport, we play; 
And every rolling Hour ſupplies, 
Some new, and ſome untaſted Joys, 
And all the various Scenes are bright. 

Let. How fine Il am? All over Lace, and Holland, and 
Silk, and Silver! How pretty I look, too! Nay, 
I always thought my ſelf too good for a Taylor's Daughter. 
And fincel find what my Favours are worth, I'll be cun- 
ning, and get as much for 'em as I can, that I may never 
work, nor dor again. 5 

8 CEN E IX. Io her, Sir John. 

Sir John, Don't you wonder at your own Beauty ? 
Dreſs'd, or Undreſs'd, Night, or Day, you're always 
charming. 

Let. Let me alone: why do you ſtare upon a Body ſo? I 
can't bear to ſee you, Iam ſo aſham'd. 

Sir Jahn. Kind Innocent, yet charming Creature, that 
has the Art to pleaſe beyond her Sex, that I ever knew, 
yet ſeems to know nothing of it, Laſt Night e 
wanton Rogue . Y 

Let, Oh! you're a fad man. 


AIR 
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A 1.& XXXIV. Alas! what mean I, fooliſh Maid : 
O fys! how could you ſerve me ſo? | 
Tou naughty Man, pray, let me go, 
Me That from you I may run ; 
But ſhould I go, I fear 'twere vain, 
For ſoon I ſhould return again, 


. c Jo be by you undone, 

Sir John. Never were Tempers better ſuited. This 
Girl is as much a Libertine in the Affairs of Love, as my 
* ſelt; only ſhe don't ſeem ſo well acquainted with her own 

E Conſtitution, as to be able to give any Account of the 
Matter.—It's pure Nature in her; like ſome lucky 


; Quacks, who, tho' they know nothing of the Theory, 
: yet practiſe with ſurprizing Succeſs, 
AIR XXXV. Muſing, I late on Windſor Terras fat. 


71 | The lovely, blooming Creature, 
. Charming in ev'ry Feature; 
Lovmg, moving, 


Joys improving, 
ind When ſhe yields to Nature: 
ay, But O! the pleaſing Smart, 
ter. That thrills thro' ev'ry Part, 11 
un- When poſſeſſing, | 
yer Kiſſiug, alive, | | 


aſſion's improv'd by Art. 
SCAKNE-X. To r 


7 Jon. Sir, your Honour's Tenant, Farmer Welford, is 1 
205 come to wait upon you. 3 Pt 
Sir John. Ha! I might well expect him, indeed 1 
21 I am ſtrangely ſhock d Yer I mult ſe him. 1 
Tell him, | am coming down. 
nat SCENE XI. Sir John and Lettice. 
w Sir Fohn. My Dear, my Affairs torce me to leave you 
ye for the preſent; in the mean time my Servants ſhall attend 
you — Your Servants they are now, and as ſuch 
command them. | 


Let. But, will they obey me? 
Sir John. Ay, or you ſhallghange them for ſuch as will. 
Let. Then I ſhall be a Miſtreſs indeed, 


, Sir 


IR 
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Sir John. Thou art the Miſtreſs of my Life and For- 
tune; fora Moment, dear Creature, farewel, 

Let. Dear Sir, good by t'ye. 

SCENE XII. Lettice. 

I'm now a Lady indeed. A fine Houle, fine Cloaths, 
and Servants to command. And this Sir John is the fineſt, 
handſomeſt Gentleman. Not that | care for him, 
any more than I ſhould for any Body elſe, that would but 
make a Gentlewoman of me. But muſt take care never 
to let him know that, for it is for my Intereſt that he 
ſhould love me. Beſides, now I am a Gentlewoman, I 
find, I ſhould like mightily to be admir'd by every body, and 
care for no body. 

ATR XXXVI. WhenClewep)y. 
We Women appear 
Now ind, now ſevere, 
As Intereſt for either doth call; 
If we ſtay and comply, 
If we fly, and deny, 
It is all Artifice, all; tis Artifice, A#tifice all. 
SCENE XIII. Lettice and Betty. 

Betty. Madam, Breakfaſt is ready for you, 

Let. Is it fo, Mrs, Mints? but how do you know 
whether 1 am ready for that? 

Betty, I ſuppole Sif John knows, Madam, He order'd 
me to get it ready as ſoon as I could. 

Let. Where is it? How did you know but that I would 
have had it here in my own Chamber ? | 

Betty, Nay, if that be all, Madam, I can ſoon fetch it, 
for that matter. 

Let. Come back; where is the Wench going? You're 
mighty ready to obey without Orders, and to run without 


beiog ſent. 
SCENE XIV. Betty. 

My Chamber!——and Mizks !-— how the aukward 
Trapes takes upon her already? Sir John acts like a Gentle- 
man, truly To ſuffer me to be hufl'd, and abus d 
by this don't know what to call her bad enough. 
I'll not bear it, that's poz. I have let Farmer Welford know 
. What a Life my Malter leads That'll make pats 

| 8 | 11 


* 
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Miſchief; for he loves the Daughter ſo well, that he dares 
not diſoblige the Father. Ay, there's a Girl, who, tuo 
but the Daughter of a poor Farmer, by her Prudence in 
keeping the Fel ows ata Diſtance, has as many Admirers as 
chere are Gentlemen in the County, Upon that ſingle 
Point turns the Happincſs or Miſery of a Woman's Lite. 
— how tew of us have the Wit to find this out till it is tco 
de! 
ATR XXXVII. Room, Room for a Rover. 
Frail's the bliſs of Woman, 
Fleeting as a Shade 
While we pity no Man, 
Goddeſſes we're made : 
If our Favours wanting, 
To their Wants we're kind ; 
Ruin'd by our granting, 
We no Favour find. 
Birds, for kind complying, 
Love their Females more; 
Were lov'd for denying, 
Scor nd when we implore. 
While on ev'ry Tree, 
Cherry, Cherry, ſing the ſmall Birds; 
Terry, Terry, ſing the black Birds 
Happier far than we. 
SCENE XV. Sir John and Weltord. 

Wel. Sir John, tho from your late behaviour 'm con- 
vinc'd that you look upon me as a Wretch, whom in the 
Wantonneſs of your Wealth and Power you may injure 
without Danger, yet, I muſt tell you, that tis baſe to 
wrong a poor Man, meerly becauſe he isfo; and not al- 
ways ſo ſafe as you may imagine. 


Sir John, I little expected ſuch an Accuſation from any 


Man, much leſs, Welford, trom you; whatever other 
Faults I may have, Pride and Cruelty, I thank Heav'n, 
are Strangers to my Nature. If you are uncaſy that your 
Leaſe is unrenzw'd, the Fault is in your ie f you might 
have had it done at any time, upon your applying to 
me. 


Hel. 


be 
5 

— + nll A 
— -- 


| 
0 
! 
1 
4 
* 
, 
> 
1 
| 


Fr 


— —— — 4 44 — 


„ 


- 
2 — — * 
- by — = 
- — — 
—— — * 
— — — : — . . — — 2 
— — 
— 99222 — 
8 _ 
— — 


— 2 ——— oo 


— 
Mr err mꝛ—ᷣ— 4“ 
= — „ „ , 2 


— 1 
i — HG — 


ͤæꝗKX—ägZäE————̃ 7⅛*. 2 2 — 


— 


32 SILVIA; Or; 

Wel. It is not that which I complain of; tho? your refu- 
ſing it be the ruining me and my whole Family, yet as 
it is a matter of Courteſy, not Right, you are at your Li- 
berty. But that is not what | now come to ſpeak of. 

Sir John. My love of Pleaſure has not fo far waſted my 
Eſtate, or debauch'd my Principles, as to tempt me to 
wron2 any Man, much leſs the Poor. The leſs they have 
a Right to, the greater Neceſſity there is of preſerving 
them in the quiet Poſſeſſion of that Right. 

iel. Are not our Children the beſt and deareſt Part of our 
Properties ? Is there a Monarch in the Univerſe that does 
not eſteem an Heir to his Crown dearer thart the Crown 
he wears? Nature is alike in all. The meaneſt Wretch, 
who daily labours for the Bread with which he feeds his 
poor Ofttring, loves them as much as the greateſt King 
can his. 

AIR XXXVIII. On yonder high Mountain. 

The power ful Law of Nature 
Doth Savage Tygers bind ; 
What fierce or = Creature, 
But to its young is kind. 
By Hunger ſtrong oppreſs'd, 
hey forgo their needful Prey; 
Love on 
Still careſſing: | 
| Shail Man do leſs than they? 
Sir John, 1 havea Daughter. 

Sir John. You have, a fair one. 

Hel. True, ſhe is tair ; but her Beauty is her leaſt Perſec- 
tion, 

Sir John. In the bloom of Youth ſhe hath Wiſdom, 
Prudence, and Modeſty, beyond what I have obſerv'd in 
the moſt venerable old Age. F 

Wel. And to crown all, an inflexible Virtue, that ſets her 
as much above temptation from Flattery, Wealth, or Pow- 
er, as they are beneath her true Value. f 

Sir John. She is indeed, the Phanix of her Sex. 

Wel. Tis no Boaſting, but modeſt Truth in a Father, to 
fay ſhe is. Then where is your Judgment, or Gratitude ? 
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Have I not preferr'd you to many Gentlemen of ſuperior 
Merit and Fortune, in your Addreſſes to my Silvia. 

Sir John. I own the Obligation, and but that I am 
reſolv d never to marry. 

Hel. Not marry, Sir! Why 'tis a Debt due to your An- 
ceſturs you are the Medium *twixt them and Poſterity, 
which in you muſt fail unleſs prevented by a prudent and 
timely Choice; and an ample Eſtate, obrain'd by their In- 
duſtry, be poſleſs'd by Strangers to their Blood. 

Sir John. As to my Anceſtors, they have had their time, 
as I now have mine; they liv'd to pleaſe themſelves, and 
ſo will I. As to Poſterity, I ſhall not trouble my ſelf about 
what 1 know nothing of, and which may or may not be, 
notwithſtanding all the Care we can take about it. | 

Wel. Since 1 find, what I hop'd had been only the 
Warmth of Youth, to be Principles with you, you are 
juſtly accountable for their Conſequences. 

Sir John. Notwithſtanding your preſent Circumſtan- 
ces, I look upon you as a Gentleman. In your Youth, as 
a Soldier ot Fortune, you had Opportunities of knowing 
the World beyond moſt Men; which, join'd to your good 
Senſe and juſt Obſervation, qualifies you to give Advice 
the beſt of any Man I know, And [appeal to your own Ex- 
perience, whether Marriage be not a ſtate of Lite, attend- 
ed with innumerable Cares, Diſappointments, and In- 
quietudes ? ; 

el. Tis true I have found it ſo; and you, by your liv- 
ing ſo many Years in my Houſe in your Youth, was fre- 
quently an Eye-witneſs of this fad Truth: And I farther 
confeſs that my ſecret Troubles (which were the greater 
for being ſo) iar exceeded all that ever were viſible; but 
thoſe are not eſſential to a married State, but might have 
been prevented by a more prudent Choice. But as ic was, 
one darling Child, not only made them eaſy, but far o'er- 
paid them all. Tho Heaven knows that Child is now my 
greateſt Trouble.) | Aſides 

Sir John. It is not the Lot of every Man to be Father to 
a Silvia. The ill Conveniences of Marriage are certain, 
the Advantages precarious, therefore 1 determine to per- 
ſeyere in my Freedom. 

D Alx 
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SILVIA; Or, 


AI XXXIX. A Country Life is ſweet; 
Free from Confinement and Striſe, | 
I'll plow thro the Ocean of Life, 
To ſeek new Delights, 
Where Beauty invites, 
But ne er be confin'd to a Wife. 
The Man that is free, 
Like a Veſſel at Sea, 
After Conqueſt and Plunder may roam 
But when either's conſin d, 
By Wife, or by Wind, 
Tho' for Glory deſign'd, 
No Advantage they find, 
But rot in the Harbour at Home. 

Wel. How falſely do you reaſon? Lewdneſs is a Gulph 
which iwallows up the Lives and Fortunes of all who ven- 
ture into it. And ſuch will be your Fate, it you purſue 
the Courſe you arenow engag'd in. : 

Sir John. I ſhall run the Hazard, ſpite of your wiſe Ad- 

monitions. 
mil. At your own Peril be it then. Have I ſuppreſs d 
my juſt Reſentment thus long, to expoſtulate with thee 
for this ? You would be thought a Man of Humanity and 
Honour -was not your late villanous Attempt upon my 
Daughter's Virtue, a notorious Inſtance of both? Nay, 
Sir, you may ſtart and frown and bite your Lips, if you 
, I repeat it again, your villanous Attempt. 

Sir John. Conſidering who 1 am, and what you are, 
ſuppoſing I had been ms. *twou'd have become you 
to have cloath'd your Complaints in ſofter Language. 

Mel. No Words are ſtrong: enough to expreſs your baſe- 
neſs and my Wrongs. 

Sir John. Had the worſt you ſeem to apprehend been ac- 
compliſh'd. | 


34 


Wel. Confound thy prophane Tongue for ſuch a Sup- 


ſition, 
Sir Fohn. Your Inſolence and Outrage would tire the 
Patience of an Angel, 1s not your Daughter virtuous and 
chaſt az ever ? 

Mel. The Excellency of her Virtue, whom you would 
have ruin'd, but aggravates thy Guilt. Sl 


* 
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Sir John. The mighty Ruin you talk of was but to have 
devoted my Life and Fortune to her Pleaſure, which ſure 
was ſufficient to have kept her from Contempt, and her 
Beauty would ſtill have been as much admir'd as eyer. 

Mel. After the Loſs of Virtue, Beauty and Fortune, 
like a fair and ſumptuous Monument erected upon a bad 


Man's Grave, ſerve only to perpetuate Infamy, and make 


it more extenſive. 
Sir John. What is it that you'd wiſh your Daughter? 
Wel. I wiſh her Innocence, Peace, Fortune with Fame 


on Earth, and Everlaſting Happineſs hereafter; but you'd 


make them all impoſſible to her. 

Sir John. She may ſtill be happy. 

Wel. And ſhall, in ſpite of thee. Fond Fool that I was! 
I thought to have made you the happy Inſtrument to have 
advanced her to that Luſtre and Rank in Life her Merit 
claims; but you have render'd yourſelf unworthy of that 
Happineſs and Honour; and notwithſtanding all my Do- 
tage on thee, you now force me to curſe the Parent that 
begot thee, the Womb that bore thee, and the Hour that 
gave thee tothe Light; for thou haſt added to the Wrongs 
of Silvia, haſt pierced her Heart with new unthought of 
Sorrows I have ſeen her lowing Tears, heard her 
{ad Sighs and ſoft Complaints for thy Ingratitude, unwor- 
thy as thou art. 

Sir Yohn. O Welford Father ! did ſhe Weep and Sigh 
for me? O let me fly to throw me at her Feet! I cannot 
bear to hear her Sorrows told. But oh! to fee her- 
ſurely I ſha]l die with Tenderneſs before her! I could not 
have thought I had been ſo happy, or ſo wretched. 

AIR XL. Draw, Cupid, draw. 

Reign Silvia Reign; 

The Rebel quits his Arms: 
Your Powers compleat, 
And I ſuomit 

To your victorious Charms, 

> The pleaſing Pain, 
Tye gentle Chain, 


D 2 That 


That conſtant Hearts unite, 

Such Foy beſto vis, 
That Freedom knows 

No ſuch ſincere Delight, 

1 ſhiver, and I burn, 

I triumph, and Imourn, 

J faint, I die, 
Until 1 fly 
Her Paſſion to return; 
But O, I fear, 
Too fierce to bear, 

The mighty Joy will be, 
And Love's keen Dart, 
Fixt in my Heart, 

Prove that of Death to me. 

Wel. Whither would you go? 

Sir John. Whither but to Silvia? to Silvia much 
wrong'd, but more beloy'd; to the loving, mourning 
Silvia, 

Wel. To what end? 

Sir John. To implore her Pardon, to expel her Griefs, 
to vow eternal Love, eternal Truth. 

Wel. And if ſhe conſents to ratify thoſe Vows by mar- 
Tying Ha! he ſtarts; a crimſon Bluſh o'er{preads 
his guilty Face. Wouldſt thou again abuſe my fond Cre- 
dulity ? I here renounce all Friendſhip with thee, and for- 
bid all fature Converſe with my Silvia, If by my Conſent 
you ever ſee her Face again, may Heaven renounce me; 
if to revenge her Wrongs and puniſh you, I ſpare my 
ſelf, may 

Sir John. O ſtop thy Imprecations, thou raſh old Man; 
for know, I cannot, will not live without my Silvia“ 
Sight. Unſay what thou haſt ſworn I never will 
again abuſe my Truſt——never again will I repeat my Ot- 
tence. 

Mel. With me you've ſinn'd paſt all Forgiveneſs, 

Sir John. Tho' I ever lov'd thy charming Daughter, 
yet till this Hour I never knew how much. Make me not 
deſperate, for if you do. by all the Pains I feel, there's no 
Revenge ſo cruel, but I'll purſue, to make thy Miſery, i 
poſſible, 
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ible, to equal mine; eject thee from thy Farm; expoſe | 

poſt to Wand, and Wrethedoels, — * ; 
Wel, Ha, ha, ha! ö 
Sir John. Fury and Madneſs! my Submiſſion reject- Ti 

ed! my Pains inſulted ! and my juſt Reſentment laugh'd Ii 


at! 
AIR XLI. Gillian of Croydon. 

Since you deſpiſe my Power 

Tho doubly preſs'd with Want and Age, 
T'll make you curſe the fatal Hour, 

You ſcorn'd my Love, and urg d my Rage. 
Shall Ito my Vaſſal bend? 
Mhen the weak with the 104 contend. 

On his own Head he plucks the Ruin; 

So I my juſt Revenge pur ſuing, 
Will cruſh you, before 1 end. 

AIR XLII. High Boys up go we. 


L Wel. In vain you ſtorm, and threaten high; 
He's weak, whoſe Cauſe is wrong: 
5 When we your boaſtiue Power ſhall try, 
You'll find that Right is ftrong, | 
1 A Virtuous Maid, | 1 
; Wrong'd and betray'd, TH 
by Shall thy Deſtruttion prove; | | 
* There's no Defence 1 
0 Like Innocence, vH 
+4 Nor Curſe like lawleſs Love. | i 
— SCENE Xvi. Welford's Houſe. = | 
4 Silvia and Betty. 1 
my Betty. Nay for that Matter, I've told your Father alrea- | | 


dy, and he feem'd ſo little concern d at it, that it put me 
out of all Patience, So thought 1, perhaps he won t tell 


= Mrs. Silvia, and juſt as I thought, ſo it happen'd; fo 1 
il thought I, I'll e' en go and tell Mrs, Silvia my ſelt. ll 
Ot- Sil. Oh! T Afide. il 

Betty. Madam. | | | 


Sil. _ * 5 

Betty. W hat did you fay ? 
ater, Sil. Did I fay any thin , 
Betiy. I thought you did. 


Sil. Not that I know ot. Oh! how ſha'lI conceal my 
Tortures from this buſy, prying Creature! [ Afede, 

Betty. But Mrs, Silvia, don't you think this Sir John 
a horrible fort of Man? 

Sil. All appear ſuch to me, who fall from Virtue. 

Betty, Virtue! Why he minds me no more thaa we do 
an old Sweetheart, when we have got a new one. 

S. The tireſome Impertinent/ When ſhall I have 
freedom to complain ? 

Betty. And then he's ſo fond ot her Madam muſt have 
this, and Madam muſt have that, and Madam muſt have 
t'other; and this isn't good enough, and that isn't fine e- 
nough, and t'other isnt rich enough tor her. O it would 
make one diſtracted to ſee it! The impudent Strumpet 
1 could tear her Eyes out. 

AIR XLIII. Young Corydon and Phillis. 
My Rage is paſt conceiving; 
I ſtorm and curſe my Fate, 
To think ſhe's ſtill receiving 
Such Wealth and Pleaſures great, 
And ſomething elſe, but what I dare not, 
What I dare not, what I dare not name. 
But our Jonathan, by the way, is as bad as his Maſter ; 
O there's a precious Couple ot em! — but as 1 was 
ſaying, our Jonathan, who is Sir John's Cabinet Coun- 
ſelor, ſays my Maſter loves no body from his Heart but 
you ; and therefore the beſt of it is, her Reign is like to be 
but ſhort. g 

Sil. When Women do thoſe things, for which upon 
Reflection they ought to hate themſelves, they can't ex- 
pect that Men will love them long. 

Betty. Why as you ſay, Mrs, Silvia, that Woman that 
a, a I don't very well underſtand her tho, but 1 
ſuppoſe that Means that Sir John ſhould love no body but 
her ſelf) [ Aide. But what were you ſaying, Mrs. 

Silvia? 

Sil. That ſhe who parts with her Virtue, parts with the 
only Charm, that makes a Woman truly lovely; and ſh: 
may well expect, for ſhe deſerves to be deſpis'd, 


Betty, 
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Betty. She ſpeaks plain enough now truly. [Afide.] — 


Yes, 1 you ſay, one can't hate that impudent Creature too 
much, 

Sil. It ſhebe ſuch, as you have deſcrib'd her, ſhe is mi- 
ſerable, and, whatever ſhe may deſerve, as ſuch I ſincere- 
ly pity her. 

AIR XLIV. Strephon, when you ſee me fly, 
Where can gentle Pity meet 
So fit a Subjett for her Grief ? 
Sure that Miſery's compleat, 
When time and Death yields no Relief. 
Death from leſſer Ils may ſave; 
Shams extends beyond the Grave. 

Betty, Well, I'll ſtay no longer; ſhe's enough to put one 
ont of Conceit with one's ſelf, [ Aſide.] Mrs. Sis, L 
hope you believe that what I have told you is nothing but 
the Truth, 

Sil, Would I could not. [ 4ſede. 

Betty. But I beg you to take no manner of Notice. 

Sil. You may be aſſured I never will, May it ever re- 
main unknown; if they are guilty, they may yet repent; 
which it they do, Heaven innocent and gracious will for- 
give; the equally guilty World, never will; if they are 
innocent, what Injury ſhall I do, what Guilt contract, by 
propagating Falſhood ? | 
| Betty. Yes, yes, as you ſay——beſidesI ſhould be turn'd 
out of Doors; and you know 'twould vex a Body to loſe 
one's Place for ſuch a, a, a——bur I've told you what ſhe 
is, and ſo Mrs. Silvia your Servant... What a way ſhe 
has of talking? She gives one ſuch Rubs, and yet does not 

ſeem to know it neither. I don't like her; but it ſhe 
does but hold her Tongue I'm ſafe enough. I've made a 
pure deal of Miſchief, I don't doubt, tor I'm ſure ſhe's net- 
tled, tor all her Gravity. 
Air XLV. A wealthy Merchant's Son. 
She who, when ſhe'd pleaſe, 
Finds ſhe's miſtaken, 
Others Pain gives her Eaſe, 
Tho ſhe's forſakes. 


Since 
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SILVIA; On 


Since he diſdains my Love, 
New Beauties courting, 
His laſting Plague Vil prove, 
1˙¹ ſpoil his Sporting. 
SCENE XVII. Silvia. 

Sil. She's gone, the buſy Impertinent is gone, whoſe 
painful preſence check'd my ſtruggling Griefs ; and now 
my ſwoln Heart, and ready Eyes, may burſt with Sigh- 
ing, and o'erflow with Tears! O Freeman, Freeman | 
thought thy tormer Baſeneſs, thy vile Attempt upon my 
injur'd Honour, had giv'n me all the Pains you could 
inflict, or I endure but jealouſy, that burning Cauſtick 
to a Mind wounded by Love and Injuries before, to Tor- 
ture adding Torture, Pain to Pain, gives Agonies never to 
be conceiv'd till they are felt. 

AIR XLVI. Whilſt I gaze on Chloe. 
Still to ſigh, to pine, and languiſh, 
Still to weep and wiſh in vam, 
Still to bear increaſing Anguiſh, 
Ever hopeleſs to complain! 
Thus to Sorrow never ceaſing, 
T a helpleſs Victim prove; 
Ever full, and ſtill increaſing, 
Are the Pains of jealous Love. 


ACT HL SCEMRKE-1.- 
SCENE A Grove. 


SILVIA, WELFORD. 
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ATR XLVII. Midſummer Wiſh. 


Sil. HEN flattering Love, and ſtern Diſpair, 
At once invade the Virgins Breast, 
Ihe meeting Tydes raise Tempeſts there, 

The rolling Storm deſtreys her Reſt, 


Bright 
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Bright Innocence, unerring Guide, 
Lead me where Peace ſerenely reigns; 

If gloomy Death her Manſions hide, 
PI ſeek her there, to le my Pains. 

el. Still ſighing ! — Still in Tears In ſoft and 
gentle Murmurs ſtill complaining! Yet ſhe, innocent 
even in Thought of any Guilt, that might deſerve a 
Puniſhment ſo ſevere, accules not the Heavens, nor Me, 
nor Him, the cruel Author ot her Woes. No Storm of 
Rage ruffles her lovely Face; no Thought of Vengeance 
{wells her beating Breaſt; Virtue, Love, and Grief, ſo 
amply fill her Mind, thereis no Room for any ruder 
Gueſt. Never did Paſſion in a Female Breaſt run with ſo 
deep, ſo ſtrong, ſo ſmooth a Stream. 

Sil. My Father here! | 

Mel. Weeping, my Silvia! Could'ſt thou think how 
deep thy Sorrows wound me, I know that thou would'ft 
endeavour to ſubdue them. 

Sil. I did not know you was ſo nigh.—lI had not elſe 
indulg'd this Breaſt of Griet: It adds to my Unhappineſs, 
to afflict ſo tender, and ſo good a Father, 

Mel. Thy more than Child like Duty and Affection, 
thy yielding Sweetneſs, undetermin'd Virtue, of which 
each Hour you give me treſh Examples, do fo affect me 
that I am torn 'twixt Joy and Wonder, Sorrow and Re- 
morſe, when-e'er I look upon thee. 1, I, wretched as I 
am, have contributed toall theWrongs you ſuffer. 

Sil. My deareſt Father, do not thus aggravate our com- 
mon Griet ; let not your Affection for me, cauſe you to 
wrong your; ſelf, If you have permitted me to love, 
and I have been deceiv'd, were not you deceiv'd too? 

Mel. Indeed I was; but all ſhall yet be well; ſhortly you 
ſhall be convinced, that he's ſo tar unworthy of your Love, 
that gentle Peace and Joy ſhall fill your Breaſt, and he be 
ſcorn'd at firſt, and ſoon forgot. 

A 1 R XLVIII. How happy are young Lovers. 
On ſome Rock, by 1 
Diſtant far from Sight of Shore; 
When the ſhipwreck'd Wretch, confounded, 
Hears the bellowing Tempeſt roar ; 


Hopes 
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Hopes of Life do then forſake him 
When in this deplor'd Extream, 
Then his own loud Shricks awake him, 
And he finds it alla Dream, 
Such are your Afflictions; and they, from their exceſſive 
2 ſhall, like ſome dreadful Viſion find their 
n * 
Sil. Good Man! He knows not that all has been diſco- 
ver d to mealrendy. { A/zde.] Shall I deceive the beſt of 
Fathers, and by Hypocriſy make that my Crime, which 
is but my Misfortune? No. Whatever diicovery you make 
of his Faults, forgive me, if I ſay, that I muſt love him 
ſtill. True, Virtue forbids all Converſe with him, and I 
—— obcy; his Crimes I hate; his Fall from Virtue I la- 
ment; his Perſon tho” I never ſee, nor wiſh to ſee again, 
tis ſti]! certain 1 muſt ever, ever love. 
AR XLIX, One Night when all the Village ſlept. 
You hap; y Maids, who never knew 
The Painsof Conſtant Love, 
Be warn'd by me, and never do 
The ling ring Torture prove. 


Wiſdom, here, brings no Relief, 
And Reſolution's vain 
Oppoſing, we increaſe our Grief, 
And faſter bind the Chain. ; 
S CEN E II. Goody Buſy, Goody Coſtive, ec. 
G. Buſy. A good Dayto you, Mr. Welford; 1 have 
brought with me all my Neighbours, as you requeſted ; 
and hearing you were here, with your Daughter, I lett 
them at your Houſe, and choſe with Goody Coſtrve 
and Goody Gabble, to come to you, that we might have 
the Pleaſure of ſeeing Mrs. Silvia. ; 
mil. *Tis kindly done ot you; there is my Daughter; 
I'll 'eave you with her, and go and bid your Friends wel- 
come. Vou may follow at your Leiſure, 
SCENE III. Silvia, Goody Buſy, Goody Coſtive, Cc. 
G. Buſy. Do ſo, do ſo; I mult have alittie Talk with 
her. It is ſome Years ago fince I faw her,. never 
ſince ſhe was Chriſtengd, as I remember, It is a — 
Way, 
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way, and I ({Heaven help me) grow old, I don't uſe to be 
ſo {paring of my Viſits elſe, —Doſt not know me, pret- 
ty one? 

Sil. I don't remember to bave ſeen you betore; but, 
as my Father's Friend, I am pleaſed to have the Opportu- 
nity ro know you now. 

G Buſy. Pretty Sweetneſs ! thou'rt grown out of my. 
Knowledge too, to be ſure; but we have been better ac- 
quaiated ; I was thy Mother's Midwite. Let me fee. 
you will be Eighteen come the Time, and not married 
yet ! Now out upon thy Father, for a naughty Man! it 
muſt have been his Fault, for you are ſo pretty, that you 
maſt have had Offers enow. 

Sil. It is ſoon enough to know Care and Trouble. 

G. Buſy, Now out upon it! we have never had any 
ou Times ſince People talk d ſo. Was no:T young my 

elf? and don't I know that the moſt troubleſome and 
careful Part of a Woman's Life, is from the time that ſhe 
is fit for a Husband, till ſhe has got one? Our greateſt 
Care and Trouble is over then, for the Men, who ſeldom 
take any before, are bound to do it then. 

Ain L. A Dame ot Honour. 
A Maid, tho“ beautiful and chaſte, 
Like a Cypher ftands alone , 
Man, like a Figure, by her plac'd, 
Makes her Worth and Value known. 


The Tyrant, Man, faſt bound for Life, 
To rule ſhe takes upon her; 
Mhene er a Maid is made a Mie, 
She becomes a Dame of Honour, 

G. Coft. Goody Buſy, you are always talking to Peo- 
ple in praiſe of = Bs, 4 now I ſuſpect you, being a 
Midwife, do it for your own Eds. 

G. Buſy. death 1 did, Goody Coftive, where is the 
Harm ot that? Lam ſure, Times are ſo bad, that what 
with one thing, and what with another, an honeſt Wo- 
man, in my way of Buſineſs, can hardly get Bread; and 
I never expect to ſee it otherwiſe, while Matrimony is 
ſo much deſpiſed as it is; why, the Mcn are grown _ 

horrible 
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you here my Return. 
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horrible cunning, that few of them will marry at all; 
and the Women are grown ſo forward, that they won't 
ſtay till they are marricd. But you are melancholy, 
Mrs. Silvia. 

Sil. Alittle thoughtful; I hope you will excuſe me. 

G Gabble, Why truly, Neighbour Buſy, theſe mult 
needs be great Hardſhips upon you; for no Marriages, no 
Lyings in. 

8 It is not that which I conplain of; for to ſay 
the Truth, I don't find but that ſingle People have as 
many Children as thoſe that are married; but then they 
are ſuch Infidels, as to let their Children die without 
Chriſtening, and what ſignifies, to the Midwite, a Ly- 
ing · in, without a Chriſtening ? had once ſome 
Thoughts of going to London, but I am inform'd that it is 
worſe there than here; for there are, it ſeems, a Number 
of Women who get their Livelihood by being naught 
with any Man that will pay them tor it, and yet never 
have any Children at all. 

Sil. I can't gueſs what my Father deſigns by ſending 
for theſe Peop e. (Aſide. 

G. Coſt, Good lack- a- day! then they have no need of a 
Midwife, for certain. 

G. Buſy. No, no; the Surgeons do all their Buſineſs, 

S CE NE IV. Silvia, Goody Buſy, Goody Coſtive, 
| Goody Gabble, and Jonathan. 

Sil. Jonathan! What comes he for: 

Fon, Madam! 

Sil. Tome? 

Jon. Yes, Madam; Sir John Freeman, by me, begs 
your Peruſol of this Letter. 

Sil, I am ſorry Sir Fohs has given himſelf the Trouble, 
ſince I am under the Neceſſity of refuſing it. 

Yon. My Maſter commanded me to tell you, that it 
concern'd the Happineſs of your Father. 

Sil. Since ſuch is the Caſe, Ill this Inſtant to my Fa- 
ther, and acquaint him of this important Letter wait 
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SCENE V. Jonathan, Goody Buſy, Goody 
Coſtive, gc. 

on. Well, ſhe's an agreeable Lady, faith. I wonder 
what Sir John means, by employing mein this Affair! 
It his Deſign be honourable, he knows I can be ot no 
manner ot uſe to him, tis quite out of my way; and it 
he has any other Thoughts of her, he has leſs Senſe than 
I imagin'd he had — But who have we here! my old 
Acquaintance, and former Neighbour, Goody Buß! 

G. Buſy. Bleſs me; Mr. Fonathan! is it you! why you 
are ſtrangely grown; almoſt out of my Knowledge. But 
I] am glad to {ee thee, with all my Heart. 

Jon. I beg your Pardon, but I muſt ſalute you. 

G. Buſy. Tis what we are us'd to at Chriſtenings. 
Pray letit goround. 

Jon. With all my Heart, (Kiſſesthe reſt, 

G. Coſt. A pretty civil young Man truly. I have known 
ſome {queamitſh ill-bred Fellows, refuſe to do their Duty 
by a Woman, becauſe ſhe wasin Years. 

G. Buſy. But where haſt been all this while; and what 
Buſineſs doſt foliow 7? 

Jon. As you ſee, I ſerve a Gentleman. 

G. Buſy. Are you Married: 
Jon, My Maſter is a ſingle Man, and won't keep any 
Body that is married in his Family. . 

. Buſy. Ay, Shame take theſe Gentlefolks; tlrey 
would have every Body as bad as themſelves. That muſt 
be a ſad Houſe, that has never an honeſt Woman in it. 

Jon. We liveas they do in moſt Batchelors Families, 
very lovingly. While my Maſter is entertaining the Houſe- 
keeper in his Chamber, I am as civil to the Cook-mad in 
the Garret, | 

G. Buſy. O ſad, O ſad! what pity is it that young Men 
ſhould ſpend their Time unfraitfully with naughty Wo- 
men; when, were they honeſtly married, they might in 
a lawful way do much good in their Generation. If you 
have any Thoughts of Marriage, I have a Widow in iny 
Eye, that would do very well for you. She has ſome- 
thing to bring you to, and is under Thirty I afluxg you. 


While her Husband was in Health, ſhe brought him a 


Child 
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Child every Year; but I don't know how it fell out, he 

ew weary of her, and, as it is ſuppos'd, thought to 
Live kill'd her with Kindneſs : but as it always happens 
in thoſe Caſes, he did his own Buſineſs inſtead of hers, he 
tell into a Conſumption—— and dy'd about a Month ago. 

Jon. No, Goody Buſy, thit will never do for me; a wanton 
young Widow tor a Wife, and a skittiſh Horſe for along 
Journey, are two the moſt troubleſome things a Man can 
meet withal. | 

G. Buſy. Perhaps you would rather have a Maid Truly 
they are tickliſh things and I don't much care to meddle or 
make with em. Burl do knowota Farmer's Daughter, 
that will fit you toa Hair. Her Father is a ſufficient Man, 
and will ſtock a Farm for you. Tis true,jndeed,ſhe has had 
one Child; tor lam a Woman of Integrity, and would 
not deceive any Body in theſe matters for the World, 
They did not marry her ſoon enough. But ſhe'll make an 
excellent ſtirring Wite, I'll warrant her. 

Jon. A Maid that has had a Child, is worſe than a Wi- 
dow that's paſt it. I don't like any Body that you have 
propos'd halt fo well as yourſelf. 

G. Buſy, Now out upon you, for an idle Pack, Why 


thou naughty, wanton, young Knave, what wouldſt 


do with with me? Heaven help me, 1am old, and fit 
for nothing. 
Jon. Let me ask you a few Queſtions, and you'll find 
you are fit for every thing. 
G. Buſy. Well, come on then. 
A 1k Ll. Carſt thou not weave Bonelace, 


Jon. Thcu canſt do Houſewife's Work! 
G. Buſy, Yea, by'r Lady, that I can. 
Jon. Whip and ſtitch with a Yerk ? 

G. Buſy. Yea, as well as any one. 

Jon. Canſt thou not bake and brew? 

6. Buſy. Yea, by'r Lady, that I can. 
Jon, And do the other thing too? 

G. Buſy. Out, you're naurhty : get you gone. 
Jon. Thou canſt break Jeſts, and ſing ? 
G. Buſy. Yea, byr Lady, that I can. 
Jon. Caper and Dance with a Spring? 


CENE 


G. Buſy. Tea, as well as any one. 
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SCENE VI, Welford, Silvia, Jonathan, Goody 
Buſy, Goody Coſtive, gc, 

G. Buſy. Come Neighbours, our Friends at Farmer 
Welford's expect us. There is ſomething otConſequence 
tobe done; he wouldn't {end tor us for nothing... A 
Wedding, I hope; old Folks drop off apace, but it the 


young Ones would Marry, and be induſtrious, the World 


might ſill be increaſing. 

By honeſt Lovealone the World's upheld, 

Death can't deſtroy ſo iaſt, as Love can build. 
SCENE VII. Welford, Silvia, and jonathan. 
Sil. I have obtain'd my Father's Leave to receive the 

Letter you have brought. Whether the Contents may 
require or deſerve an Anſwer, I ſhall take Time to conſi- 
der. I have no more to ſay. 

SCENE VIII. Welford, and Jonathan, 
(Silvia gives the Letter to Welford, who reads it.) 
Wel. See, my Silvia, the Picture of a Mind ſtruggling 

between a Senſe of Virtue, and the Love of Vice, Vet 
he entreats to {ce thee in ſuch Terms, as might move weak 
Minds to pity him. (Gives her the etter. 

Sil. If Pity be a Weakneſs, I am ſure, the weakeſt of 
my Sex; but yet I fear to ſee him. 

Wel. His baſe Attempt on thee, his avow'd Averſion to 
Marriage, and the Ruin of the Daughter of that honeſt 
Stranger whom weentertain'd, all ſhew the Juſtice of thy 
Fear. | 

Sil. That Men ſhould know Vice to be an Evil, by the 
Pain it gives, and yet cheriſh the Monſter that deſtroys 
their Peace / 

wel. I have ſworn never to expoſe thee to be again in- 
ſulted by that licentious Man, Yet I cannot but wiſh he 
had not render'd himſelf utterly unworthy of thee. But 
I have given him up, You ſhall have ample Satisfaction 
for all the Worngs you have ſuffer d. 

Sil. If you can entertain a Thought of Vengeance, how 
are you chang d, my Father 

iel. Hereafter thou wilt know me better. i 

Sil. Whither have you ſent the Stranger and his Wife? 
whither are you going with the People chat you ſent 2 
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O Sir, forgive my Fears. Urg'd by your Love for me, 
you ruſh on to certain Ruin. a 
wel. Whatever becomes of me, you are the Care of 
Heaven. 8 (Exit. 
Sil. I never knew him tranſported thus betore. He's 
going to Sir John, and will certainly provoke him to his 
Undoing. Inſtruct me, Heaven, what I ſhall do to fave him. 
| AIR LII. When Flora ſhe had deck'd, 
O gracious Heaven, lend a friendly Ray, 
To gude my Steps, in Darkneſs loſt ; 
From Virtue's Precepts never let me ſtray, 
But guide me /afely thro this dreary Coaſt, 
My love betray d, 
My Duty paid, 
A ſpotleſs Maid, 
Let me reſigu 
My uſeleſs Breath, into the hands of Death ; 
For while Ilive there is no Grief like mine. 
SCENE IX, A Room in Sir John's Houſe, Sir 
— diſco ver d at a Table, reading. 
Tis hard a rooted Love to diſpoſſeſs; 
Tis hard, but you may do it ne ertheleſs. 
In this your Safety does conſiſt alone: 
If poſſible, or not, it muſt be done. 
A Poem on a Dwarf! what ſtrange ſtuff is here! Hey ho! 
— This elford's Daughter has taken ſo ſtrong hold 
of my Mind, that Books are uſeleſs to me. | Lay: aſide the 
Book.) O Silvia, Silvia thou haſt roo ſtrongly poſſeſs'd 
my Heart, ever to be diſlodg'd.—. The Poſſeſſion of o- 
ther Beauties on'y fires my imagination with thoſe joys 
thou alone art capable to 1inpart, have made thee 
an uograteful Return to a diſintereſted Paſſion, and made 
thee ſuffer for what I ought io dure the: That Virtue 
which | endeavour's to fuyue, has made me Caprive ; and 
I know not it the Grace of Beauty, or the moſt ſhining 
Ornamen* of thy Scx, influences moſt. I have 
wrong'd thee, and am - unjuit. But I'll acknow- 
ledge and repair my Fault. 
Enter jonathan. 


Jon. Sir, I have deliver'd your Letter. 


Sir 


Sir 
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Sir John. And what Anſwer ? 


Jon, Her Eyes deliver'd the Greater Part ; but her 
Tongue {aid it requir'd none. 

Sir John. Ha! Whither am 1 going ? — whither, 
but to Silvia; the lovely, mournful Siivia; to implore her 
— to expel her Grjets, to vow eternal Love, eternal 

ruth, 

Air XL, Draw, Cupid, draw. 
Reign, Silvia, reign, & c. as in Page 35, (Exit. 
SCENE K. Jonathan, and Betty. 

Betty. How, Jonathan here! This Fool loves me how- 
ever. II divert my ſelf, by teazing bim. So Sir. 

Jon. So Madam. 

Betty. Captain, methinks you look very ſcurvily after 
your luſt Defeat. 

Jon. Now [ think you look like a Dealer in Second- 
hand Goods, who having out- ſtood your Market, repents, 
and wou d fain be turning the Penny at any rate. 

Betty. Ha, ha, how vex'd he is! but it would fret any 
Man, who going with flying Colours to take Poſſeſſion ot 
a Fort, ſhould find the Gates ſhut againſt him. 

Fon. Now you want to be attack'd, only for an Excuſe 
to ſurrender. But you may keep your tottering Tenement 
till it turables about your Ears, for Jonathan. 

Betty. Poor Fellow! 1 ſee he's horrible uneaſy. But 
what Woman can deny herſelf the Pleaſure of tyrannizing, 
when ſhe has it in her Power? to be fure, Jonathan, you 
can never torget your laſt Diſappointment. . : 
AIR LIII. There was a Knight was drunk with Wine, 

He ſeiz'd the Laſs, trembling all ver, 
On ſtorming bent, no Doubt, Sir 
But ſhe ſlipt her ſelf within the Door, 
And the Fool was ſhut without, Sir. 
Jon. But ſoon repents ſhe e er ſaid Nay, 
And finds herſelf the Fool Sir. 
For ſhe that wou'd not when ſhe may, 


She ſhall not when ſhe wou'd, Sir. [ Going, 


Betty. But Jona: han, Jonathan. 
on. Bur ſhe that wou d not when ſhe may, 
She ſhall not when ſhe wou'd, Sir. 
E 
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Betty. Sure you ben't in Earneſt. 
Jon. But ſbe that wou d not when ſhe may, 
She ſhall not when ſhe wou d, Sir. 
SCENE XI. Betty. 
Betty. O the impudent, pert, conceited Puppy! to leave 
me before he has had me! why he's worſe than Sir John, 
I am like to have a fine time on't truly, between 'em 
both! 
AR LIV. The Sun was juſt ſetting, 
How kind was Ius d, ere this Lettice came here! 
But to be reſus d, ſure no Woman can bear, 
By the Maſter forſaken, I'm ſcorn'd by the Man; 
How was I miſtaken in truſting Sir John? 
For he kiſs'd me, | grumbl'd, 
He preſs d me, I ſtumbl'd, 
He puſh'd me, I tumbl d, 
But ſtill he puſh*d on. 


But ſince that Slut's coming I'm left and undone, 
But ſince, &c. 
But if I don't plague him for ſerving me ſo, 
Maylbe worſe tumbl'd, worſe pull d, and worſe jumb!'d 
Where-ever, where-ever I go. 
SCENE XII. Another Room in Sir John's Houſe, 
Sir John, Timothy, Ploughſhare and Dorothy. 

Sir John. Perhaps it mayn't be agreeable to the Lady, to 
be expos'd togratity your Curioſity. 

Tim, Sir, the Happineſs of our Lives depends on find- 
ing our Child, And, as we are inform'd, ſhe is here. 
SCENE XIII. Sir John, Timothy, Ploughſhare, 

Dorotny, an N. ge. Singing. 

Tet, My Father, Mother, and Ploughſhare here! What 
will become of me! | 

Sir John. Stay, Child; whither are you going? 

Let, O dear, dear Sir; | 

Tim. Ay, here ſhe is; and no doubt but all the reſt we 
have been told is as true. 

Plough. Ah Lertice, Lettice, what have you been doing! 
You've {pun a fine Thread truly, We ſhall have the whole 
Pariſh ring of you ſhortly. 

Tim. O Cluld, you'll break my Heart. 
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Dor, Will ſhe? but I'll break her Neck firſt, 

Let. O dear Sir John, ſave me, ſave me, or I ſhall be 
torn to Pieces. 

Plough. How fine the Slut is! and how familiar with 
the Jultice ! 

Dor. Ay, ay, 'tis certainly ſo, Oh you impudent Car- 
rion, I'll be the Deathof you. 

Tim, To find my Girl ruin'd, is worſe than never to have 
found her at all. 
Air LV. Hear me weep and wail, 
IWelcome endleſs Grief, 
Farewel my Gooſe and Sheers {er ever, ever. 
Can I find Relief? No never, never, 
For Grief, from Shame ariſing, 
New Pains is ſtill de viſing: 
All Arts muſs fail, 
Deſtrattion prevail, 
U) brain tis now ſurprizin? mon prixing. 

Sir Jobs, Friends have Patience. What 's paſt can't be 
recall'd, but Pm ready to make you any Satisfaction that's 
inmy Power. | 

Dor. Loak ye, Sir, you have utterly ruin'd the Wench, 
The Blame and Shame muſt now fall all upon her own 
Head; whereas, had ſhe been married, you know *twou'd 
have fall'n upon her Husband's, | 

Plou. But who do you think will have her now ? 

Air LVI. Send home my long-ſtray'd Eyes, 
Cow'd you return her true aud chaſte, 
1d meet her with a Bridegroom's Haſte ; 
But ſince; from you, (hes learn'd ſuch Ill, 
To hate her Spouſe, 
Or arm his Brows, 
Keep ber, for me, Sir, keep her ſtill, 

Let. O dear! what muſt I do? My Father will break his 
Heart; my Mother will beat my Brains cut; and that Mon- 
ter, Ned Floughſhare, will make me the May-game 
of the whole Pariſh, 

Plou, Don't call me Monſter : I'm none of your Husband : 


So kes 9 our Self. | 
p your Tongue to y ou © 
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Let, I won't; tis all along of you that this has happen d. 
Vou always knew that 1 hated you, and yet you Would 
have had me whither I would or no. 

Dor. Yes, Huſſy, he would have made an honeſt Wo- 
man of you; but you muſt be a Gentlewoman, muſt 


you? 
Ain LVII, A Nyniphof the Plain. 
So true, and ſo kind, 
To whatteer you inclin'd, 
To whateer you mclin'd, 
He had never deny d; 
But with Foy had comply d, 
To have made you his Wife, 
And obey'd all his Life 
In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As well might per ſwade you his Paſſion to meet. 
Tim. Wife, I never approv'd of your forcing the Girl's 
Inclinations, and now you ſee what it's come to. 
Sir John. Friend, you ſeem an honeſt inoffenſive 


Man, which aggravates my Remorſe for having wrong d 


ou. 
* AIR LVIII. Young Philoret and Celia met. 

Let. Regard my Tears, diſpel my Fears, 
Fi ne'er offend you more. 

Tim, The ſimple Groom, the Steed being gone, 
So ſhuts the Stable Door. 

Let. Pity my Pain. Tim. My Pity's vain, 
My Folly / deplore. | 

Tim. Famethat's loſt, and Time that's paſt, 

What Power can reſtore ? 
Ambo. Fame that's loſt, and Time that's pall, 
What Power can reſtore? 

Sir John. What good-natur'd Man, that was but 
Spe ctator in this Scene, but muſt be mov'd? I thought, t 
now, the general Love of Women confiſtent with Genen 
ſi y, Honour and Humanity. Falle and deſtructi 
Principle / By this fiogle Act ot mite, how many inn 
cent Perſons have 1 injur'd? The Woman too.__..t 
Eaſineſs with which ſhe gave up her Honour, makes her, t 
pitied, yet deſpis'd, even by me, the Author of © 
Ruins SCE N 
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d Sir John. Ha! Silvia, ſaid you? Sure you miſtake! 
Jon. No, Sir; ſhe's in the next Room, and deſires to 
o- ſee you. 
& Sir John.. Fly then, and conduct her in. Good Peo- 


ple, an Affair of Conſequence obliges me to beg you 1 
would leave me for the preſent. It you pleaſe to wait in 
the next Room, when that's diſpatch d, 1'll ſend for you 
again. 
” SCENE XV. Sir John and Silvia. 
Sir John She's here, whom moſt | with to ſee; and 
yet, ſuch is the Power of Guilt, Idare not look upon ber. 
Could I have thought her Sight would ever give me pain? 
—— Burt, like a Wretch remov'd at once from impenetrable 
Darkneſs, into the mid-day Blaze, I ſicken at the cheerful 
Light, and fain would ſhun a Brightneſs that glads all Eyes 
x1's bur mine. 
Sil. O Sir! pardon and pity an unhappy Maid: Had 
Gvel Heaven requir'd me to have dy d, to have ſhewn my Dut 
gd to the beſt of Parents, the Pain had been far leis; but filial 
Piety commands me to live, and interpoſe between your 
Power, and the Weakneſs of my good, but incens'd Fa- 


ther, 
Ain LIX. I'm Ormondthe Brave. 
Your heavieſt Reſentment, ahl let me, let me bear, 
In pity to his Age, my reverend Father ſpare ; 
Toil, Want, and all you can inflict, I will not ſhun : | 
But 2 I fone that he may be, ſor wretched me,undone. © . 
Oh, oh! 
SCENE XIV. Sir John, Silvia, and Welford. 
Welf. O Silvia! Never, till now, had I Cauſe to bluſh tor 
any Act of thine Riſe, nor offer that Incenſe to 


but an Idol, which Heaven alone is worthy of, and which, 
it, t were he not loſt to Shame as well as Honour, he muſt bluſh 
5 to receive. 5 

100 Sil. Condemn me not: Can any Submiſſion be tos low 
inn to ſave from Ruin ſuch a Parent? Still let me kneel. 

Hh el. Heaven, and all that's juſt on Earth, forbid it. 

r t Sir John. Confounded and amaz d, I had not Power to 
f þ raiſe her from the Earth. O Silvia! Wel- 
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ford . cou'd you ſee my Heart! how deep my Con- 

trition ! how lincere my Sorrow ! you would no longer 
tear, [To Silvia. ] nor you be angry | To Weltord.] Vice. in 
in all its genuine Detor mities, I've juſt beheld. Virtue, in 
all its Charms, I fee in ou Receive a teturning Prodigal 
to your Arms; forgive, and make me happy. -— Lt 
the Prieſt, by honourable, holy Marriage, give me a juſt 
Poſleſſion ot thy Charms, and join me to Virtue, and to 
thee, tor ever. 

Sil. 1 came to beg your Favour for my Father, not a 
Husband for my ſelt. You once thought me mean e- 
nough to barter my Innocence and Virtue, for ycur 
Wealth; ſhould I now conſent to marry you, might it 
not be juſtly ſuſpected that my former Reſentment was 
not from the love ot Virtue, and Contempt ot Rictes, 


but Artifice, to make the better Terms? Virtue is Hea- 


ven's beſt Gitt: Nor have they more than the Appearance 
of it, who {ſubmit to the leaſt Imputation on their Fame, 


for Wealth, or Power, or Love, more tempting to a gene- 


rous Mind. Think it not Pride in me, to refuſe an Obli- 
gation tothe Man who would haverobb'd me, of all that 
diſtinguiſh'd me from the vileſt of my Sex. 

Sir John. To have my Love and Admiration increas'd, 
by what gives me Deſpair, is a Puniſhment (tho': juſt) 
that's inſupportable. 

Air LX. Minuet, 
With Pity, gracious Heav'n poſſeſs d, 
Taught Mortals how'twould be addreſsd: 
Celeſtial Fair, 
O ſooth my Care! 
And, as my Heav'n on Earth I view thee ; 
Lovely Creature, 
Pride of Nature, 
Teach me (like Heaven) how to wooe thee, 
Sil. I pardon, pity, and I love thee 
Sir John. O charming Sounds! — So Heaven cheers 
a deſpairing Sinner, with the ſweet Voice of Mercy. 
Sil. But Heaven, when it pardons, appears above Re- 
ward, by conterring Obligations. That is not in my 


Power.. To retuſe them is, and in that I am deter- 


mined 
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mined.Farewel, for ever. Tis hard but Virtue, 
Prudence, and my Fame require it. Therefore, tarewel 
tor ever. If your Return to Virtue be ſincere, you 
have a Miſtreſs who will ne'er forſake you; but, ever 
blooming, crown your Days and Nights with Joy,—— 
when Jam Duſt. | 

Sir John. (Falling on Welford's Neck.) O Welferd, 
Helford! muſt l loſe her? You lov'd me once. 1s there 
no Remains of Pity left? Can you behold me ſinking, 
and yet refule x friendly Hand to ſave me? ; 

Hel. (Embracing him.) Heaven forbids me not to pity, 
love, and in the Anyuiſh of my Soul, weep o'er thee, 
my now dearer than ever, tho' too unhappy Son. 

Sir John. Did you not call me Sen? O that I were? 
To be your Son, is all the Happineſs my Soul afpires to. 

Wil, Too toon you'll find that Name includes the worſt 
of Miſeries, certain Deſpair.— But, to the Buſi neſs ot 
my coming. 

SCENE VII. Sir Joln, Silvia, Welford, Goody 
Buſy, Goody Coſtive, any: Betty, gc. 
Mel. Goody Buſy, and th&reit ot my Friends who came 
with me, pray, walk in, Now lerall here attend and 
witneſs to the Truths | am about toutter; and you, un- 
happy Youth, prepare to bear the moſt ſurp;izingChange 
of Fortune, likea Man You are not whom you 
ſeem, and whom you think your ſelf, Sir John Freeman, 
Baronet, and rightful Poſſeſſor of a fair Eſtate, but an 
innocent Impoſtor, and Uſurper of another's Right, and 

my unhappy Son indeed. | 

Sil, What can my Father mean! 

G. Buſy. This is the itrangeſt Story that ever I heard of. 

Sir Fohn. Welford, to invent a Tale ſo vile, and ſo ab- 
ſurd, tc make me deſpair of Silvia, as being her Brother, 
is unworthy of your good Senſe and former Probity. 

Wel. Iwill not thank you for your Aſſent to the Truth 
of what I affirm. This excellent Lady is not my Daugh- 
ter, but the much wrong'd Angelica freeman, the {ole 
ſurviving Child of the late Sir John Freeman, and Heir- 
eſs to his large Eſtate. .. ] read Wonder and Surprize 
in every | ace, You look tor Proofs .. 

E 4 Goody 
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Goody Buſy, you ſerv'd Sir ohn Freeman's Lady, and my 
Wife, as Midwife, | 
G. Enuſy, That I did to be ſure. 
Hel. How many Children had each? 

G. Buſy. Two, a Son and a Daughter, I ſhall never 
forger it: they Lay-in both times cogether, and your 
Wife nurs'd both Sir John's Chi dren. 

Mel. Al. this is true; but was there any thing remark- 
able upon the Body of Sir John's Son when born? 

G. Buſy, No, but yours was mark d under the left 
Breaſt with 3 bunch of Grapes, the Fruit, Leaves and 
Stalks all in their proper Shape and Colour. as if they had 
been growing on the Vine. 

Sir John, | Opening his Breaſt.) Here is the indelible 
Mark, viſible and tair, as when the Sealof Heaven im- 
peſt it firſt, to diſtinguiſh the Impoſtor from the right- 
tul Heir, 

el. Too well I know it. 

Sil. It this Gentleman be your Son, how could his 
Birth have been conceal'd ſo long: | 

Wel. That with my own Shame, Iam now to diſ- 
cover. My Wife, while unmarry'd, attended on the Mo- 
ther of this Lady, then a Virgin, and fo far was ſhe ho- 
nour'd with her Confidence, that ſſ e liv'd with her rather 
as a Siſter or Companion than a Servant; after her Mar- 
riage to Sir John, and my Wife's to me, the Honour of 
their Friendſhip was continu'd; for 1 was happy in Sir 
John's, as my Wite was in his Lady's. That we 
had the ſame numb:r of Children, and ot the ſame Age 
and Sex, and that my Wite was entruſted with the Care 
of theirs, you have heard already. Soon atter the 
Birth of this Lady, a War breaking out, Sir John, who 
had an honourable Poſt in the Army, went tor Flanders: 
I attended him thither, and (as I had formerly done) 
ſerv'd under him as a Voluntier,— In this our Abſence, 
a Fever made dre:dtul Ravage in this part of the Coun- 
try. Ok it dy'd Sir John's Lady, and quickly after his 
Son, (who was then at my Houſe) and my Daughter. 
— My Wife taking the Advantage of the Lady's Death, 
and our Abſence, reported that the Son who dy d was 

ours; 
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ours; andthe ſurviving one (truly ours) was Sir John's. 
Our Daughter whody'd was bury'd as his; and 
his, this Lady, was reputed and educated as our OWn-—— 
The Fraud was never ſo much as ſuſpected bySir Jahn, nor 
any other Perſon, my ſelf excepted — 1 indeed, by 
Obſervations, which none elſe had opportunity to make, 
ſoon found it out, and charg'd my Wite with it; ſhe con- 
feſs'd it, and to my Shame prevail'd upon me to conceal 
what I could never approve. She dy'd betore Sir John, 
and never liv'd to ſee her Son poſſeſs d of the Honour and 
Wep'th, which ſhe by ſuch wicked Means had endea- 
vour'd to procure for him.-—Thro' Heav'n's Mercy I 
hope ſhe reſts in Peace, But what have been my Tor- 
tures e er fince I conſented to conceal the guilty Secret! 
—Stung hourly with Remorſe, I attempted to do her 
2 conceal my Shame, by effecting a Marriage 

tween her and my Son; but Heaven, that refus'd the 
imperfect Satisfaction, and condemn'd the Fraud, has, 
you lee, made vain the fond Attempt, nor would ſuffer 
her to receive that as another's Gitt, which is her own 
proper Right, ; 

Sir John. And long may ſhe enjoy it. I have 
not ſo ill profited by her bright Example, as to repine at 
a Change ot ortune, ſo juſt, and ſo much to the Advan- 
tage of this wondrous Pattern of all that's excellent in 
Womankind. $5 | 

Sil. Your Juſtice, and the Moderation of your Son, 
affects me more than theſe unthought of, undeſired Rich- 
es; can [ever forget your more than paternal Kindneſs 
and Affection? ; 

'Vel. Spare me the Confuſion, that your Goodneſs 
gives me; look not ſo tendecly, nor ſpeak ſo kindly, but 
treat meas your Injuries and my Crimes deſerve. 

Sil. The Crime was another's. — Your former Ten- 
derneſs and preſent Juſtice, tho' to the Diſadvantage of 
your Son, is all your own. — If you forſake me now, 
1 am indeed, an Orphan —Riches have Snares, and 
Youth vvithout a Guide is expo3'd to many Dangers —— 
Be ſtill my Father, 


il. 
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IWel. Thy own worthy Father, were he living, could 
never love thee more. But to be thy Father is impoſſible. 
Sil. This is your Son. — Let me be his, and you are 


ſtill my Father. 

Sir Fehn. Do I indeed behold her heavenly Face, all clad 
in Smiles, and kindly bent on me? Do ! indeed. heai her 
harmonious Voice pronounce me happy? Or does my 
flatt'ring Fancy, to ſooth Deſpair, torm Images that have 
no real Exiftence ? | | 

Wel. Bleſs her, bleſs her, Heaven! and as you have 
made her the beſt, make her the happieſt of her Sex. 
Never did! taſte Joys ſincere till now. 

Sil. This ſurprizing Diſcovery unmade,— had I con- 
ſented to have been yours, the Diſintereſtedneſs of my 
Loveand Virtue could never have been known — Hea- 
ven has made our Duty and our Intereſt one. I may now 
without Reproach give my Hand, where before I had gi- 
ven my Heart. 

[Betty Weeps, 
Jen. What, in Tears, Betty! 

Berry. What have I loſt for want of reflecting ſoon- 
er? I'd rather have that Lady's Virtue, than her Beauty 
and Eſtate. 

Jon. Poor Girl.. —— Why this is to have it. 
I remember on a certain Occaſion I made you a Premiſe 
of Marriage, if you think it worth claiming, give me 
your Hand, 

Berry. There it is; if you can forget what's paſt, you 
ſhall have no Reaſon to complain of my Conduct for the 
Future. 

Air LXI. Ah how ſweet's the cooling Breeze. 

Sir John. Oh how (weet, 
All over Charms, 
To bleſs my Arms, 
| Thy generous Virtus all Vice defeating. 
Sil, All compleat and pure's my Joy, 
| Without Alloy 
Without Tranſport unuſual my Poſom is beating. 


Sir 


1 


The CouN TY BVURAIAL. Fo 


Sir John. Deareſt Treaſure! 
Sil. O Foy beyond meaſure ! 
Sir John, This truty is Pleaſure, 
Ye Follies adieu. 
Both. O Deareſt ! 
AU compleat and pures my Joy, © 
Without Alloy ; 
With Tranſport unuſual my Boſom is betting, 
Sil. Love gently fring, 


| And ſoftly inſpiring, 
Sir John, Panting, deſiring, Pl Virtue purſue, 
Both. Oh Deareſt | 
All compleat and pure's my Joy, 
Without Alloy 
White Hours approach, and the blark are retreating. 
G. Buſy. Ay, this is as it ſhould be could even cry 
for Joy, to ſee that there is ſo much honeſt Love left in 
the World. 


Sir John, Reclaim'd by your Virtue, and reſtor'd to 


Fortune by your Generolity, I hope you'll take it as a 


Proot of my Sincerity, that I confeis my felt concern'd 
for the Diſtreſs brought upon an honeft Man and his Fami- 
ly by my Folly. ; 

Sil. Your Concern is juſt and generous, like the Man I 
hope ever to find you but have I given my {elf to you, 
and not my Fortune? All is yours; diſpoſe ot it as you 

leaſe. 

. Sir John. Jonathan, ſend Lettice and her Friends hi- 

ther. O Madam, the longeſt Lite wou'd be too ſhart to 

pay my Obligation. 

S CE NE XVIII, Sir John, Silvia, Welford, Goody 
n Coſtive, c. Timothy, Lettice, Doro- 
thy, G . | 
Sir John. Unhappy Girl, I wiſh it was in my Power 

to make you ample Satisfaction for the Injury I've done 

you; but ſince that is impoſſible, I will ſeitle ſomething 
on your Father, in Truſt for you, that manag'd with pru- 
dence, may ſecure you from the Fears of Poverty, the 

Rock on which you ſplit betore— You, Sir, I ho 

will continue with us. The Farm lately Tenanted 


Wa- 2 
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by my Father, with your Conſent, Madam, I beſtow on 
this honeſt Man, tor the Purpoſes before · mentioned. 

Sil. And may it anſwer your Intentions, which it it 
does, we may hereatter give em farther Proots of our 
Regard for their Welfare, 

Tim. Dor. Let. Heaven bleſs you both. 

Sir John. Lettice, as I ſhall never ſee you more, take 
this Advice with you. Keep this Lady's Example in 
view, and you may yetexcel in Virtue many of your Sex, 
who having never err'd in the manner you have done, look 
on your Fault as unpardonable Nor ſhall you, Betty, or 
Jonathan, be forgot. : 

Jon. Sir, it you approve of it, Betty and I have reſo. 
ved to take one another for better for worſe. 

Sir John. That I do approve it, you ſhall find by the 
handſame Proviſion I'll make for you. 

Wel. Son, not foteſeeing this happy Event, I ſent for 
the Tenants to attend, that upon making the Diſcovery, 
they may be ready to pay their Duties to this Lady, upon 
ker taking Poſſeſſion of her Eſtate. ; 

Sir Fohn. Madam, what think you of inviting 'em in, 
to partake of the general [oy ? 

Sil, By all Means. 

A DANCE, 
ATA LXII. Durch Skipper. 
Gaff. Gabb. Such Virtue poſſeſſing, 
Includes ev'ry Bleſs L 
*y Ev'ry Bleſſing, 
TT Our mortal State can know. 
Wel. Such bright Fxamples "ring, 


Each gen rous Soul inſpiring, 
Inſpiring, 


We ſcorn the World below. 


Plough, With Pleaſure while we gaze, 


Transform'd our Souls we raiſe, 


For Virtue beheld the Mind renews. 
So the Sun, for ever bright, 
Communicates his Light, 


And adorns every Object that he views, 


CH ©. 
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CHORUS. 


Since Truth to the Mind her own Likeneſs reflets, 
M akes known our Defetts,maies known our Deſetts; 
Since Truth to the Mind her own Likeneſs refletts, 
Let none the juſt Mirror deſpiſe. 
What Virtue ſo bright but net Improves, 
Or Folly ſo ſtubborn, but what it removes ? 


Refleff, be happy, and wiſe. 
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| Ld. Lanſdowu's Poems. 1s, 1d, 
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